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1 
MAID OF ORLEANS. 


CANTO THE ELEVENTH. 


The Engliſh violate a Convent. Combat between Saint 
George, Patron of England, and Saint Denis, Patt on 
of France. OE, | 


No uſeleſs Preface ſhall J here employ ! 
But tell, how weary'd with forbidden joy, 


Claſp'd in each others arms, exhauſted quite, 
The fond ſecluded pair conſum'd the night, 
And ſunk to reſt inebriate with delight, 


Soft ſlumber fled, by ſounds diſcordant ſcar'd, 


War's Torch before their waking Eye balls glar'd. 


Carnage and blood pollute th' impurpled ground, - 
While adverſe Squadrons hem the Convent round. 
— OO — 


6 CANTO XL 

The Gallic troops to Britiſh valour yield, 
And in confuſion ſcour the duſty field. 

Vain hope, by flight to leave the foe behind, 
For ſword in hand they follow ſwift as wind i 
Striking, deſtroying, ſhouting out of breath, 
© Yield Agnes, or prepare for inſtant death!“ 
The Gallic Fugitives more ſwiftly fly, 

Nor farther tidings of the Fair ſupply. 


Old Colin, (uch the ſimple Shepherd's name,) 
_ Cry'd, © Sirs, as yeſter eve I homewards came 

« Tending my fleecy care at cloſe of day, 

e A miracle of beauty paſs'd this way, 
And gain'd admittance at yon Convent's Gate.” 
% Twas ſhe,“ the Britons ſhout with joy elate, 
And inſtant ſcale the ſacred Walls, —behold! 
The famiſh'd Wolves, midſt the defenceleſs Fold. 


Searching from cell to cell the Convent round, 
Thro' Chapel, Dormitory, Cave profound, 7 
Theſe Enemies of Nuns rapacious came 1 
Devoid of ſcruple as devoid of ſhame. I 
Ye fainted Siſters, what was your ſurprize ! 
Your hands uplifted ſuppliant to the ſkies, = 
Dread in your breaſts, and death before your | 
— IT 
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CANTO XI. 


Querulous Doves, ſay whither would ye fly ? 


Would ye the Altar's dread aſylum try, 
The holy guarantee of Chaſtity ? 
Vain and unheeded thoſe ſo fervent vows, 


In vain you invocate your heavenly ſpouſe 


Before his eyes, nay, at his very ſhrine, 
Vile raviſhers compel ye to reſign 


That pure and facred faith, which heretofore, 


Your pretty lips ſo innocently ſwore. 


Some mundane Readers, prone to ſenſeleſs fun, 


May ridicule the ſacred name of Nun; 
Frivolous Wits, an idle ſcoffing crew, 


Who jeſt at Rapes and raviſh'd Maidens too. 


Let ſuch laugh on—Alas! ye Siſters dear, 


Full well I recognize your grief and fear; 


1 ſee your ſimple graces, timid charms, | 
Struggling in vain in blood - polluted arms. 
What horror fills each timid panting breaſt, 


When with diſguſting kiſſes fiercely preſs'd 

By felons reeking yet from carnage dire, 

With mouths of blaſphemy and eyes on fire; 
Who ſtung by paſſion your vain pray'rs deride, 
And woo you, as the Lion woos his bride ! 
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To fin perpetually againſt thy will, 


8 CANTO XI. 


To your freſh cheeks oppoſe a briſtly beard, 


Claſp ye in arms by recent ſlaughter ſmear'd 


Whilſt hideous forms with peſtilential breath, 
In coarle careſſes almoſt menace death. 
Demons they ſeem by helliſh luſt impell'd, 
And violated Angels ſeem to yield. 


Guilt's impudent regard already ſpread 


O'er beauty's modeſt check the conſcious red. 


Siſter Rebondi, ſo diſcreet and wiſe, 
Sunk in a moment daring Shiptort's prize: 
Whilſt Barclay bold, and unbelieving Wharton, 


Together got about poor Siſter Norton. 


They weep and pray; they vow, entreat, complain, 
But tears, entreaties, and complaints were vain ! 
In the dire tumult, Siſter Buſy ſtrove 

Againſt two hardy Knights who proffered Love; 
Parſons and Bland her favours would enjoy, | 


Little ſuſpecting Buſy for a boy. 


Thou ſure, O! Agnes, lovely and dejected, 
In ſuch a ſcene wert not to be neglected. 
Soft beauteous Charmer, *tis thy fortune ſtall, 
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CANTO XI. 4 


The Leader of this ſacrilegious Crew, 

An hardy Grenadier, laid ſiege to you; 

The reſt, ſubmiſſive to their Chief in Arms, 
Cede with reſpect the treaſure of your Charms. 


Heav'n ever juſt in its ſevere decrees, 


Limits the term of human Miſeries. 


For while the Standard of the Britiſh Lion, 
Brought prophanation into holy Sion; 
From Heav'nly height, the Patron Saint of France, 


Denis, propitious to fair Innocence, 


Adroitly ſcap'd from the ſuſpicious brawl 

Of fierce St. George, the enemy of Gaul. 
From Paradiſe to Earth he bent his way, 

But rode no more upon a Sunbeam gay, 
Too clearly thus might men his march deſcry. 


He ſought him out the God of Myſtery *. 
A wiſe and ſubtle God, whom ſounds affright, 
Wha ſoftly flits around, and courts the night ; 


2 The God of Myſtery was unknown to the Ancients : this is, 
no doubt, of our Author's invention and allegorical. There were 
many ſorts of myſteries in uſe among the Gentiles, according to 
the accounts of Pauſanias, Porphyrur, Laantius, Aulus Gellius, 

eApuleius, Sc. but this is not matter for our preſent enquiry. 


Favouring 


10 CANTO XL 


Favouring oft, (I own it with ſurpriſe) 

Full many a Rogue; yet he conducts the Wile. 
Gownſmen and Courtiers by his dictates move, 
In former Times 'twas he that guided Love. 
Myſteriouſly the God and Denis ſhrowd 
Themſelves within a circumambient Cloud ; 

By lone and ſolitary Ways they hied, 

In Whiſpers ſpoke, and journey'd fide by ſide. 


The true Protector of good Frenchmen ſaw 
Our doughty Maid approach the Walls of Blois ; 
And by a little winding Path draw near, 
Still mounted on the clumſy Muleteer : 
Praying ſome lucky chance might guide her way, | 
Where her late loſt, and much mourn'd Armour lay. 


When Denis from afar the Maid eſpy'd, 
In tone benign the pious Patron cried, 
0! Virgin Purity! O Maid elett ! 
e Still deſtin'd Kings and Damſels to protect, 
* O come! and ſuccour Virtue in diſtreſs, 
OO come! and mad licentious rage repreſs ; 
“ Come, let that arm, that guards the Flow'r de 
© Luce, 
“Save ſprigs of bleſſed abel from abuſe, 
* Now 


CANTO XL. 11 


4 


ov 


| Now vainly ſtruggling in unequal ſtrife ;— 
. « Come on, time preſſes, Violation's rife! 


La 
* 


See yonder Convent, ſcene of woe, in view! 


N 
2 


Come, O my Maid.” —he ſaid.— Joan thither flew, 
The worthy Patron acting as her Squire, 
Whipp'd on the Muleteer with double ſire. 


Now ſtood brave Joan amidſt thoſe ruſfians rude, 

Who {till the venerable Dames purſued. 

Brave Joan was naked. Certain Britiſh Knight, 

Inflam'd with paſſion, at the tempting ſight, 
Would ſeize the Fair, who onwards warmly preſs'd, 
Who came, he thought in truth, to ſhare the feaſt, 
Towards her he ran, and on her Nakedneſs, | 
Sought to indulge his filthy Naſtineſs ; 
But he was anſwer'd by a nervous blow, 
That cleft his Noſe, and Jaid the Villain low. 
He fell diſtended on the duſty ground ; 
His dying voice expreſs'd in feeble ſound, 


An Oath that gallant Frenchmen all revere, 
Sacred to pleaſure, ſacred to the fair ; 


An Oath, the populace prophanely uſe, C 
And in their vulgar rage unworthily abuſe. * 
Jaan 
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iy CANTO XL 


Joan trampling on his corſe, with conſcious pride, 
Amidſt inſulting Britons loudly cried ; 5 
* Ceaſe, Miſcreants! ceaſe! your horrid rites poſt- 
*c. pone 3 


* Baſe Raviſhers behold avenging Joan!“ 


They heeded not her words.—Intent on fun, 
Each blitheſome Cock ſat rooſted on his Nun: 


Young Aﬀes thus, will crop the yerdant blades, 
*Spight of the cries of Maſter or of Maids. 


Joan view'd theſe works of Impudence fo rare, 

A mighty Horror ſeiz'd the virtuous Fair; 

Fhe graſp'd her Sword, invok'd the Saints anew, 
From back to back in quick ſucceſſion flew ; 


Sudden from nape to nape, from chine to chine, 
Striking, transfixing with her Pike divine ; 
Hewing down one the moment he began, 
Now piercing one who juſt his race had ran. 
Her trenchant blade the felon cohort mow'd, 


Or ſtabb'd each Squire whilſt he his Nun beſtrode : 


And as in ebb of Luſt the Soul took flight, 


Sent them to Hell, expiring in delight. 


Not fo bold Iſaac Wharton, gallant Squire! 


Who hurried o'er his work thro' ſtrong deſire; 


Firſt 
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CANTO XI. 19 


Firſt of the troop was Wharton's bus'neſs done, 


He firſt got diſentangled from his Nun ; | 
On foot he ſprung and ſeiz'd his armour rude, 
Then waited Joan in warlike Attitude. 


O thou great Saint! protector of our State, 
Bleſs'd Denis! witneſs of this fierce debate, 
Benignly deign my faithful Muſe to aid, 
That paints the efforts of thy valiant Maid. — 


Joan ſudden ſtarted back with marvel rare, 


“Pear Denis,” (cried ſhe) © What do! ſee chere? 
% My Corſlet, and celeſtial Armour too, 


700 The valu'd Preſent I received from you, 
<< Upon that Felon's back inſults my view! 
See my gay Caſque, behold myHauberque bright!” 


Twas all moſt true, great Joan was in the right. 
Agnes had ſwopp'd her ſilken petticoat, 
For Joan's bright Helm, and ſtrongly mailed Coat ; 


When Chandos ſtrip'd her, Wharton dar'd aſpire 


To theſe fair Spoils, as Chandos“ truſty Squire. 


O! Joan of Arc! redoubted Heroine ! 
You combat to regain thoſe Arms divine; 


— To puniſh inſults to your King and Nation, 


1* avenge an hundred Acts of Violation; 


To 


14 CANTO XL. 


To pleaſe Saint Denis, and correct his Foes : 
Denis, who ſaw you laviſh hardy blows 

On your own Helmet gay in creſted Shade, 
And Cuiraſs ringing from your trenchant blade. 
When Vulcan, for the Thunderer ſupplys 
Thoſe mighty Cannon men too lightly prize, 
His blind companions labour under ground, 
And Etna's caverns far and wide reſound ; 

The ſparling Anvils ring with frequent blows, 
Leſs heavy, leſs reiterate than thoſe. = 


The Briton bold, in compleat Armour cas'd, 
Fell back a ſtep or two, then ſtood amaz'd 
To find himſelf fo vig'rouſly beſet, 


By a young, tempting, freſh, and plump Brunette. 


Seeing her naked, he on guard retir'd, 

Nor could he ſtrike the charms his ſoul deſir dz 
He view'd the beauties of the warlike Maid, 
And mock'd the hoſtile proweſs ſhe diſplay'd. 


When, in the midſt of happy Paradiſe 
Denis of France no longer met his Eyes, 

St. George of England harbour'd little doubt, 
What ſcheme his Brother Denis was about. 


He 
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CANTO XI. I5 


He peer'd thro” all the bleſt receſſes round, 
And when the righteous Saint was no where tound, 
Fierce George deciding inſtant to be gone, 
Call'd for his Steed, ſo well in Legends known. 


His Charger came, St. George the ſaddle preſt *, 
His Sabre by his Side, his Lance in reſt ; 
And journey'd thro” the dreadful ſpace, that Man 
With vain audacity deſires to ſpan ; Fo 
Thro' divers Heav'ns, midſt Globes emitting light, 
That bold Deſcartes in wild romantic flight, 
Saw thro? a maſs of ſhifting Atoms move 
In giddy Vortex, difficult to prove ©: 

That Newton, fam'd for reveries, made come, 
_ Twirling round nothing thro' the Vacuum. 


St. George ſhot thro' this vaſt Vacuity; 
Arriving in the twinkling of an eye 


| d Indubitably Saint George is always repreſented on a fine 
W Horſe ; whence the Proverb, To ride St. George. 


© Alluſion to Deſcartes's Vortex and ſubtiliz'd matter, ridicu- 
5 lous fancies tho? ſo long in vogue. We cannot ſay why the Author 
x _ applys the epithet of fam'd for reveries, to Newton, who proved 
the Vacuum, unleſs it be, that Newton ſuſpected ſome extremely 
elaſtic Principle for the cauſe of gravitation, But we muſt not 
take too literally what is meant in jeſt, 


Where 


Where Loire's tranſlucent Waters ſmoothly run, 
And Denis thought the Victory his own. 


Marking with horrid light its long career; 


Theſe words he ſpoke in true Homeric ule *. 


16 CANTO XI. 


Some Comet thus doth in deep night appear 


The People tremble to behold its tail, 
The Pope's appall'd, the Superſtitious quail, 
And all foretel that Vintages ſhall fail. 


George from afar infidious Denis knew, 
His wrath redoubled as he nearer drew; 
When, brandiſhing his deadly Lance the while, 


«© O! Denis! Demis! feeble peeviſh toe, 

« Timid ſupporter of your friends below, 

« Is't thus, to earth in ſecret you deſcend 

** To bring my Heroes to untimely end ? 

« Think you to change the firm decrees of Fate 

« With your wing'd Ass, and with your clumſy Jade? 

Nor fear you the juſt Vengeance of my Lance, 

« Which ſoon ſhall puniſh you, your ſlut, and 
« France? 


4 This paſſage is evidently imitated from Homer. Minerva 
ſays to Mars, pretty much what the wiſe Denis ſays to fiery 
George, O Mars, O Mars, thou Blood thirſiy God, who delighteft 
in battle, Cc. 
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CANTO XI. 17 


* 


That ſorry Head, on your wry neck unſteady, 
From your vile trunk has ſever'd been already; 
A ſecond time, before thy credulous flock, 
« Thy ill ſet pate I'Il ſever at the block; 
„Which thou ſhalt bear to Paris in thy hand, 
O! worthy Patron of a filly Land; 
And thro? her ſuperſtitious ſuburbs led, 

« Again ſhalt carry, ay, and kiſs thine Head.“ 
Good Denis lifting ſlowly to the Skies 
His pious hands, in noble tone replies, 
« O! puiſſant George, O! Brother Saint moſt "Hg 
* Will you be ever blinded thus by Rage? 
Since firſt we met in the celeſtial hall, 

Your devout heart has overflow'd with Gall! 
Befits it us who rank amongſt the bleſs'd, 
Enſhrined Saints, ſo much on Earth careſs'd ; 
% We, who ſhould ſet example to the Nations, 

To get ourſelves decried from Altercations ? 

Is it your wiſh to carry diſcord rude, 

Into the Boſom of Beatitude ! 
Till when are Saints who from your Nation riſe, 
To bring confuſion into Paradiſe ? 
O! ye fierce Britons, over hardy Race, 
Heav'n muſt at length grow weary of your Ways; 
Vor. II. B „ e That 
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5 CANTO N N 
“ That Heav'n, which (thank your care) ſhall ſee 
no more 3 


„ Devout pretenders from your graceleſs ſhore! 


o 


HG. 


Thou hapleſs Saint, thou pious Splenetic, 
«© Curs'd Patron of a Tribe moſt choleric, 

% Be traQable for once, and let me bring Y 
« Safety to France, and ſuccour to my King.” 1 


At this diſcourſe, George with redoubled Ire, 
Felt his blood boiling, and his cheek on fire. 3 
The Cockney Patron he ſurvey'd awhile, ® 
Then, (taking Denis for a Coward vile) RH 
His courage roſe—and at our Saint he drove, | 
As a Hawk pounces on a timid Dove. : 

Denis falls back, and thro? celeſtial halls. 
Loud to his faithful Aſs for ſuccour calls; 
* Ocome,” he cries, © defend thy Maſter's days!“ 


His pride and joy the two wing'd Aſs obeys. 
Good Denis ſure, in this ſo ſudden ſtrife, 
Forgot 2 Saint could never loſe his life. 


Our flying Aſs, (in truth a prodigy,) 
Return'd this moment from gay Italy, 
Saddled and ready, wond'rous to behold ! 
Why he return'd fo ſoon, I've briefly told. 
Saint 
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CANTO XI. 


Saint Denis with delight his charger view'd, 


And felt his courage and his force renew'd. 
The ſubtle Saint before he roſe from ground 

A ſlaughter'd Briton's trenchant weapon found, 
And brandiſhing the glitt'ring blade on high, 


With all his might at adverſe George let fly. 


Saint George the champion, with indignant heat, 
Aim'd three ſtout blows at his unlucky pate. 


Theſe were put by; St. Denis guards his head. 


The tempeſt of his well directed blade 

Full ſoon the adverſe Steed and Rider feel, 

And the fire flaſhes from th' elaſtic ſteel. 

From hilt to point their claſhing ſabres meet, 
With dread intent, in direful Combat's heat; 
Seeking the neck with ſcaly armour bound, 

Or Caſque, where lambent Glory play'd around; 
Or aiming at the ſtill more tender point, 

Where Cuiraſs meets the plated Codpiece joint. 


I) beſe fruitleſs efforts but encreaſe their ſpleen, 
And Victory ſtood balancing between: 

When, with moſt dreadful and diſcordant noiſe, 

The Octave of his overpow'ring voice 

Our Aſs bray'd forth—the vaulted Heav'ns around 
Trembled—whilſt Echo from her Caves profound, 


Shudd'ring repeated the terrific found ! 


B 2 | Saint 


20 CANTO KI. 


Saint George grew pale. Our other active Saint, 
1 Manag'd adroirly a celeſtial feint ; | 

. A back ſtroke ſlit St. George's Noſe in twain*, 
i The ſever'd Snout fell on th' enſanguin'd plain. 


4 


Saint George ſans Noſe, incens'd at this diſgrace, 
it Inſtant reveng'd the honor of his Face. 

i And with an Oath, conforming to the faſhion 

| That {till prevails throughout the Britiſh nation, ? 
ji | What Peter cut from Malchus long ago, ; ; 
1 He lopp'd from Denis with a dext'rous blow. 


At Deeds, that Deeds of former days ſurpaſs, $ 
At the loud braying of the holy Aſs, 
Great the commotion that prevail'd on high; 1 
And the wide Portal of the ſtarry Sky 1 
Flew open of itſelf, — Confeſs'd to ſight 
TH Arch Angel Gabriel ſhone in radiance bright. 1 
Extended wings his placid courſe ſuſtain, 2 
He ſoar'd majeſtic thro? th' aerial plain: 3 3 
In his right hand that myſtic Wand he bore, 4 
Which Moſes ſtretch'd aloft, in days of yore 7 


e Still in imitation of Homer, according to whom even Mars 
himſelf is wounded. 


When | 


E 


CANTO XI. 21 


When the obedient Sea, pil'd wave o'er wave, 
O'erwhelm'd whole nations in a wat'ry grave. 


e Tuſt Heav'ns !” he cried in anger, What a 
e ſight! 
* Two Patron Saints, the heirs of joy and light, 
“ Participators of eternal grace, 


© Adopt the quarrels of the mundane race! 
„ O! let the fooliſh Sons of Woman feel, 


cc The rage of Paſſion, and the force of steel; 


Leave ſuch to meet their ſorry deſtiny, 


[ a) 2 


“From filth created, and but form'd to die— 
“But ye, thro* bow'rs of endleſs pleaſure led, 
* On neQar'd Sweets, and pure Ambroſia fed; 


Say, are ye weary of ſuch bleſs'd repoſe ? 


c Or are ye mad? good Heav'ns, an Ear! a Noſe ! | 


« Do ye, whom grace and gratitude ſhould move 
To preach of Concord, Peace, and mutual Love; 


* 


Thus raſhly make celeſtial Portals ring, 

6 With the vile quarrels of ſome paltry King: 

6 Either renounce at once the vaulted Sky, 

« Or inſtant with my dread commands comply. 

Let Charity awake within each breaſt ; 

e And mutual Injuries be ſtraight redreſs'd. _ 
You 
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You George, pick up I ſay, that ſever'd Ear; 
Pick it up ſtraight ;—and Denis, you, draw near 


C 


Cry 


* And fit that Snout to George's bloody Face: 


Thus let each Part reſume its proper place.“ 


Obedient Denis ſoon reſtor'd the point 


Of Noſe, he put ſo lately out of joint: 


Whult fiery George did Denis' Ear reſtore : 
And either Saint to Gabriel mumbled o'er 


Oremus ſoft, while he replac'd with care, 


Thoſe bits of griſtle as at firſt they were. 
Blood, fibres, fleſh, unite with little pain, 
Nor did a veſtige on the Saints remain 
Of injury ſuſtain'd from adverie ſteel ; 

So firm is fleſh of Saint, and apt to heal. 


Then Gabriel, with Preſidential Air, 
Bade them embrace, and end this ſtrange affair, 
Denis all gentleneſs, ſincerely Kiſs'd 
His rough and rancorous Antagoniſt ; 
But fiery George, with an infidious kiſs, 
Swore Denis ſhould in future pay for this. 


The bright Arch Angel, things ſo reconcil'd, 


Took my two Saints, and with deportment mild, 


* Led 
* 1 


N 
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Led them within the Heav'nly Portal, where 


Bumpers of Nectar baniſh ſtrife and care. 


Some may not credit feats ſo fierce and brave; 


Vet round the Walls Scamander's waters lave, 


Have we not ſeen two bands in martial pride 


From high Olympus fight on either fide ? 
Have we not ſeen in Milton's deathleſs ſong ', 
Whole Legions of the bright Angelic Throng, 


With rage celeſtial, blood celeſtial ſhed, 

And pelt huge Mountains at each adverſe head ; 
Nay worſe, uſe Cannon, implements of evil! 

If then of yore St. Michael and the Devil 

Fought thus —why might not George and Denis too, 
Theſe precedents with emulation view ? 
Excited by example of ſuch note 

To meet, and try to cut each others Throat ? 


f Milton in the Fifth Book of Paradiſe Loſt aſſures us that a 
party of Angels made Gunpowder, and caſt Cannon, and over- 


2 threw on the celeſtial Plains whole Legions of other Angels; 


that theſe others took in Heaven ſome hundreds of Mountains, 
heaved them on their backs, with the Foreſts growing on the 
Mountains, and the Torrents which rolled down their ſides, and 
hurled Torrents, Foreſts and Mountains on the Enemy's Artil- 
lery. Tis one of the moſt probable Incidents in the Poem. 


Tho 
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Tho? Peace thus reconcil'd celeſtial jars, 
Diſcord ſtill rag'd on Farth with ceaſeleſs wars. 
King Charles ſtill ran diſconſolate about, 


Nam'd the lov'd Fair, and weeping ſought her out. 


While thundering Joan her Patron's will obey'd, 
And with invincible and bloody blade, 

And a ſtrong arm, ſtruck guilty Wharton dead. 
A mighty blow thoſe monſtrous Parts deſtroy'd, 
In acts of Prophanation late employ'd . 

From his numb'd hand the uſeleſs weapon fell, 
He reel'd, and yet plaſpheming ſunk to Hell. 


The aged Nuns their Maiden Champion greet, 
Viewing the flaughter'd Briton at her feet; 


And ſend up praiſe to Heav'n with grateful hearts, 


That he had ſuffer'd, in th' offending parts. 
Siſter Rebondi (who ſhort time before, 


Succumbed to the impious conqueror,) 


Wept for the traitor while ſhe thank'd the Skies; ; 


And meaſuring the culprit with her eyes, 
In tone of ſoft commiſeration igh'd, 
„ Alas! a greater Sinner never died! 


END OF THE ELEVENTH CANTO. 


M onroſe kills the Almoner.—Charles finds Agnes, who 
conſoled herſelf with Monroſe in Cutendre's Caſtle. 


T'rox, I had ſworn to moralize no more, 
To narrate brief, avoiding long diſcourſe ; f 
But garrulous the Godhead I adore, 

And who 1s proof againſt Dan Cupid's force ? 
His inſpiration fires my madding brain, 

And my Pen ſcribbles on, th' unequal ſtrain. 


Ve blooming Beauties, Widows, Maids or Wires, 
Who ſtill beneath his roſy Banner move; 
Say in your Boſoms what emotion ſtrives, 
When Swains of equal merit ſeek your love? 
Say, 
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Say, if their talents and their grace the ſame, 

If like ſolicitation both employ; 

And warm'd alike with correſpondent flame, 

With equal ardour both invite to joy; 

When tranſport fires your ſympathetic Charms, 

Feel not your breaſts embarraſling alarms ! 

Have ye not heard a ſtory told at ſchool, 

Of certain Aſs, in truth a worthy fool? 

Plac'd between equal Loads of fragrant Hay, 
And drawn with like attraction either way, 

He prick'd his Ears, and dubious long delay'd, 

By potent Laws in Equilibrio ſway'd, 595 

Till loath to chuſe, unable to decide, 

From fatal doubt, the Aſs with Hunger died. 

Oh! never imitate the ſilly beaſt, 

Rather accommodate the am'rous ſtrife; 

Alternately let either Youth be bleſt, 

And carefully preſerve your precious life. 


Not diſtant from the Convent's pleaſant ſcite, 


Sack'd and polluted late by Britiſh might ; 


Where but that morn, too well ſuch rude alarm 


Had been reveng'd by Joan's reſiſtleſs Arm; 


Near where meanders Loire's tranſlucent flood, 


Embow'r'd in Trees a Baron's Caſtle ſtood : 


High 
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Since ſupperleſs was he oblig'd to wait 
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High Battlements aſpiring Turrets crown'd, 


The ſtrong Portcullis o'er the Gateway irown'd, 
And ſtagnated the well-fill'd Moat around; 
Which twice two hundred Bow ſhots ſerv'd to mark 
The broad incloſure of the ſpacious Park. 
An ancient Baron, de Cutendre height, 
Held this domain by long-unqueſtion'd right. 
Here all his neighbours ready welcome found, 
*T'was an aſylum for the Country round; 
On Horſeback journeying, or eke on foot, 
Engliſh or French, alike all comers ſuit ; 
Alike the hoſpitable Lord careſs'd, 

Or Prince, or Monk, or Nun, or Turk, or Prieſt. 
But to participate his friendly cares, 
Twas neceſſary to arrive in pairs. 
Each Baron's guided by peculiar whim, 
And ours reſolv'd, tho! different their trim, 


Thoſe only ſhould within his Caſtle ſlumber, 
Who at arrival, form'd an even number.. 


Odd numbers ſhock'd him Such his fantacy. 
When Strangers for admittance would apply 
In pairs, according with the Baron's plan, 
All went on well; but ill advis'd the man 
Who ſingly ſought admittance at his gate; 


Till 
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Till ſome companion came to glad his view, 
And form the happy perfect number, two. 


Courageous Joan had reaſſum'd her arms, 
That clanging ſhielded her robuſtious charms ; 


And here, confabulating, bent her way, 


With Agnes bland and fair, at ſetting day. 
The Almoner who follow'd cloſe behind, 


The Almoner of ardour unconfin'd, 


Reaches full ſoon the hoſpitable door. 
As ſome dire Wolf, his chaps diſtain'd with gore, 


Mouths the ſoft down of ſome late-reſcued Lamb, 
Who bleating wails beſide the ſorrowing Dam; 


Whilſt he, from recent diſappointment bold, 
Watches to ſcale the well-defended fold. 5 
So with an ardour nothing could deter, 

And Eye on fire, the Prieſtly Ra viſher 

Went prowling after his defrauded prey, 

In moment of enjoyance ſnatch'd away. 

He rings, he calls; — Thoſe who attending wait, 


Perceive a ſingle ſtranger at the gate; 


And, lo! the two ſubſtantial beams above, 

To whoſe aſcendant force reſponſive move 

'The trembling rafters of the pond'rous frame, 

Up roſe, and up the heavy Drawbridge came. 
| At 


3 
1 


* 
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At ſuch a ſight what chagrin fill'd his breaſt ; 
Who curs'd, who ſwore? in truth the ſcoundrel 
Prieſt. ä 
He follows with his eyes the mobile ſcale, 
Stretches his arms, would cry, but accents fail. 
Thus have I ſeen from leaden ſpouts on high, 
A Cat deſcend to ſome gay Aviery ; 
And paſs her traitorous paws thro? lender wires, 
That ſkreen'd the ſongſters from her fierce deſires; 
Purſuing with her Eyes the feather'd race, 


Who ſafely perch'd, elude her cruel chaſe. 


But our lewd Aimoner was more diſmay'd, 


When from beneath an Elm's high tufted made, 


A Youth of noble air and mein was ſeen, 


With jetty Brows, bright Eyes, and downy Chin; 


Freſh as what Flora's earlieſt buds unfold, 
His auburn Treſſes ſhone like burniſh'd gold; 
The Graces deck'd him in the happieſt age; 


Sure it was Cupid, or my lovely Page. 

"Twas young Monroſe, who ne'er had ceas'd to rove, 
In ſearch of her who won his earlieſt Love. 

When at the Convent the loſt fair he tought, 
(Some holy Comforter the Siſters thought) 

The blooming Youth to their too partial ſight, 


Than Angel Gabriel appeared more bright. 


For 
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Tach glowing cheek confeſs'd a brighter roſe; 


But when they learn'd his wiſhes, ſtraight ſupply'd, 
A freſher Courſer and experienced Guide; 


Fir'd the fond boſom of the eager Page; 
Thou Prieſt of Belzebub, and art thou there?“ 


MNNay more by her whoſe look each thought ſublimes, 
« Here ſhall thou pay the forfeit of thy crimes.” 


Without reply, the Almoner made ready 
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For while the tender Siſters view'd Monroſe, 


And thus each whiſper'd, Where, alas, was he, 
* Merciful Father, when they raviſh'd me?“ 

The eager Nuns in circles croud around, 
Together talking with continuous Sound; 


And wiſhed him to arrive without diſaſter, 3 
Where all obey'd the Hoſpitable Maſter. 8 = 
Full ſoon the Youth approach'd the Caſtle gate, 5 
Where the dire Almoner was forc'd to wait; 
And near the road his brutal Rival ſpy'd, 


Acceſs to whom the riſing Bridge deny'd. 
What mingled paſſions both of joy and rage, 


He cry'd, By Chandos, my lov'd Lord, I ſwear, 


In his right hand, which rage now made unſteady, 


His 
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His loaded Piſtol, the nice trigger drew *, 

The Cock obey'd, pan flaſh'd, and bullet flew : 
Subſervient to the ill directed glance, 

Wide of the mark, it whizz'd a line of chance. 
His piſtol now the loyal Page preſents, 

Lodging with ſurer aim its dire contents 


Full in that Front, where Nature's hand deſign d 
The ſtrong mark'd outline of a wicked mind. . 


Down fell the Almoner. The Page's breaſt, 
Some ſparks of Pity for his Foe contels'd ; 
e Alas,” he cry'd, “at leaſt a Chriſtian die, 
© Repeat Te Deum, your fad end draws nigh ; 
* Repent tho? late, of paths too long purſu'd, 


« Pronounce Amen, and give thy Soul to God.” 


« *Twixt Heav'n and me, ſay what haſt thou to do? 

The tonſur'd Scoundrel cry'd, © I'm damn'd, adieu.“ 

He ſaid, his Spirit ſunk to realms below, 

There to augment the Brotherhood of Woe *. 
„ 


We muſt acknowledge Piſtols were not invented at Piftoia 


till long after this; nor dare we aſſert it permiſſable thus to antici- 
pate dates: but what is not pardoned in an Epic Poem? The 
 Epopee has great privileges. 


d Tis but juſtice to remark here the admirable moral tendency 
of this Poem, where vice is always puniſhed. The vicious Almo- 


ner 
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Whilſt thus the Prieſt, impious, impenitent, 
To roaſt for aye on Satan's braſiers went; 
King Charles, o'erloaded with diſtreſs profound, 
His errant Miſtreſs anxious ſought around. 
And as he ſtroll'd along Loire's limpid tide, 
His kind Confeſſor journey'd by his ſide. 
Now ein few words, mult I my Readers tell, 
1n what a pious Doctor ſhould excel, 

Whom a voluptuous Prince in youthful pride, 
For faſhion ſake, appoints his ſpiritual guide. 
Let him be meek of air, of manners kind, 
And of indulgence ever unconfin'd ; 

Not teaſing with remonſtrances uncivil ; — 
But with a dext'rous hand, of good and evil, 
Still holding the deceitful balance even, 
And pointing out a pleaſant path to Heav'n. 
Who, (ſureſt thus his Maſter's heart to win,) 
Inſtructs him conſcientiouſly to ſin; 
Compoſing ſtill his actions, eyes, and face, 
Obſerving all, and flatt'ring with addreſs, 
The Maſter, Miſtreſs, Fav'rite, Confidant ; 
Ever alert, and always complaiſant. 


ner dies impenitent, Griſbourdon is damned, Chandos vanquiſhed | 


and ſlain, &c. Thus our author follows the precepts which the 
fage Horatius Flaccus recommends in arte poeticd. 
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The Confeſſor of whom I now ſhall ſpeak, 
Was a true Son of holy Dominick; 


Whom Father Bonifoux we'll 3 call, 


One could accommodate himſelf to all. 

& True you're to blame,” he thus beſpoke the King, 
& Your Love for Agnes 1s a ſinful thing ; 

“ Bur fleſh is frail, and youthful blood runs high, 


C 


* 


Such venial faults are pardon'd eaſily. 


Like Peccadilios once were much in vogue 
„Wich the old Hebrews of the Decalogue. 


C 


* 


His fervant Agar, Abraham beguil'd, 
And prov'd the father of his handmaid's child; 
« Bright were the Eyes caus'd Sarah's jealous pain: 


And righteous Jacob marry'd ſiſters twain. 


la) 


* 


6 1 


& The Patriarchs full oft were known to try 
0 


* 


The ſweets of change in am'rous myſtery. 

Boaz bid comely Ruth no longer roam, 

But led her to his bed at harveſt home. 

And not to mention Bathſheba ſo fair, 

His full Seraglio was king David's care; | 
Where his brave Son, for flowing locks renown'd, 
Withal to ſtay his matchleſs Vigour found. 

Whilſt like an Oracle men heard the voice 

Ot Solomon, unbounded was his choice ; 


Tot. 16 O » Supremely 
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cc Supremely vers'd in all ſublunar things, 
* The wiſeſt, and the moſt gallant of Kings. 
If then, like theſe, in pleaſure's paths you rove, 


C 


LA 


And occupy your youthful Years with Love ; 
«© Be comforted ; Wiſdom will have its turn, 


— 


When young we ſtray, when old paſt errors 
„ mourn.” 
«© Ah!” cry'd King Charly, in moſt doleful tone, 
Alas, how far am I from Solomon! 
* Three Hundred Miſtreſſes his ample ſtore ; 
& had but one, and ſhe is mine no more ©!” 


LA) 


C 


He ſaid and ceas'd ; a copious current flows 


Of briny Tears adown his well-ſhap'd Noſe ; 
Stifling his plaintive voice roſe many a ſigh: 
Till ſoon beſide the ſtream he chanc'd to ſpy, 


On horleback journeying at rapid pace, 
With ſcarlet cloak, round belly, ruddy tace, 


And worn-out band, Boneau approaching near. 
Now ev'ry Lover knows full well, that dear 


© Charles forgets ſeven hundred wives, which makes up a thou- 
ſand. In this omiſſion, we cannot but applaud che diſcretion and 
wiſdom of the Author. 


Next 


e 


Ba 
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CANTO XII. 


Next to the Maid belov'd, is he who ſhares 
The weighty ſecret of our am'rous cares. 


The King exclaims, quick breathing with delight, 
% Boneau! what Demon gives thee to my fight, 


« Whence come you? ſpeak ? tell where my 5 


flies, 


What happy Clime's illumin'd by har "AF 


«© Where ſhall I find her? anſwer quickly—ſay * 


The Confidant would to his beſt obey; 
And good Boneau, in anſwer to this ſtring 
Of Queſtions, put by his impatient King, 


Told point by point, moſt circumſtantially, 


How he had long been held in jeopardy; 

How he ſo {kilfully in kitchen ſerv'd, 

How thence ſo late he fraudulently ſwerv'd, 
And ſtole in haſte clandeſtinely away, 
Brave Chandos buſy'd in the bloody fray ; 
How, tho' in vain he ſought, as bound in duty, 
The peerleſs Paragon of grace and beauty : 

And nought omitting, thus recounted well 

All that he knew, but nothing knew to tell. 
Ignorant ſtill, his dull brain never gueſs'd, 

The brutal fury of the Britiſh Prieſt ; 

C 2 F 
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Nor the fond Page's more reſpectful 229955 „ 
Nor holy Convent's carnal violation, 


Over and over they explain'd their dread; 
And reaſſum'd an hundred times the thread 
Of their Complaints; blam'd Fate, but Britons more, 
Till both became as penſive as before. 
Night had advanc'd, the greater Artic Bear © 4 
Now tow'rds the Nadir turn'd his pond'rous Car. 4 
The Jacobin, who ſtill had lagg'd behind, 3 : 
Approach' d, and begg'd the King to call to mind 
That Prince or Monk ſhould at ſuch hour decide $ 
On place to ſup, and ſojourn for the night. 
The King replies not, ruminates his pain, 
Hangs down his head, and gallops o'er the plain ; 
And ſoon before Cutendre's fam'd Chateau, 
Stood Charles, and Bonifoux, and fat Boneau. 


In the Canal his Rival's Carcaſe thrown, 
Still near the Bridge the Page remain'd alone ; 
Viewing with anguiſh and corroding care, 
The envious gulph that barr'd him from the Fair. 


d Nadir in Arabic ſignifies the loweſt, and Zenith the higheſt. 
The great Bear is the Ardos of the Gren, and has 1275 Name 
to the Arctic Circle. 
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CANTO XI. 37 


But when by Cynthia's pale reflected light 
Three Gallic Heroes came to glad his ſight, 
Fond Hope reviving cheer'd his gentle breaſt; 
And when he gracefully the Knights addreſs'd, 
(Concealing artfully his ſtate and name, 

And the fond ſtory of his ardent flame) 

A certain ſomething in his manner charm'd; 
Such prepoſſeſſion ev'ry boſom warm'd, 

That when he ſpoke, the King himſelf felt pleas'd, 
And the fly monk the ſoft contagion feiz'd ; 
Who, leering piouſſy with aſpect bland, 


Patted his downy Cheek with open hand. 


An even number thus compos'd of four, 
The Beams which late aloft the Drawbridge bore 
Slowly deſcend. The Cavaliers pais on, 


Beneath their Courſers hoofs thick Madriers groan e, 


Fat Boneau puſing to the Kitchen went, 


His thoughts, as uſual, on good cheer intent : : 


Nor Bonifoux requir'd him to entreat, 

But on devoutly paſs'd to bleſs the meat. 

Charles under borrow'd name, .his footſteps bent 
To Pay Cutendre proper compliment; 


- The 3 of the Drawbridge: They only take the Name of 
Madriers when four inches thick. 8 | 


And 
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And kindly welcom'd by his Hoſt well bred, 
Was ſhortly to his own apartment led. 

The King, in truth had need of ſolitude, 

Yet there would Agnes” Image moſt intrude; 
Nor aught Suſpicion his fond breaſt alarms, 


To tell how near repoſe her youthful Charms. 


More than the King, Monroſe already knew, 2M 
And with addreſs, from prating Valets drew J 
Full information where fair Agnes lay, | 
Diſcreetly reconnoitering his way. „„ 

Juſt as a Cat, when quiet ſtills the houſe, 3B 
Watches the paſſage of ſome timid Mouſe, 
And ſtealing ſoft the feeble Foe to meet 
Lets not Earth feel th' impreſſion of her feet j 
But when at length th' unwary Prey ſhe ſpies, 
Darts on with active ſpring and glaring eyes. 
Juſt ſo advancing cautious tow'rds the fair, 
Spreading his Arms, and liſtening ev'ry air, 
On tiptoe ſoitiy ſtealing, fond Monroſe, 
O Agnes, Agnes, to thy Chamber goes. 
Leſs quickly fly to Amber lighteſt Straws, 
Leſs quickly Steel obeys magnetic Laws, 
Than on his knees the fond Monroſe we find, 
Beſide the couch where the ſoft fair reclin'd. 


For 
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For Words they felt nor leiſure nor- deſire, 
Sudden as thought bright blaz'd the am'rous fire. 
Their greedy Mouths devour (h enraptur'd Kiſs, 


The warm forerunner of maturer bliſs, 


And Hybla's ſweets midſt half-clos'd Rubies ſip, 


Whilſt the Soul trembles on the quiv'ring Lip. 
Fair Agnes' hand aſſiſts to diſengage 

The cumb'rous garments of th' impatient Page, 
Who caſt afide his troubleſome attire, 

Diſguiſe averſe to Nature and Deſire 

To mortals in the Golden Age unknown, 
Unpleaſing to the God who {till hath naked gone. 


Ye Gods, what Beauty! is it Flora, ſay 


With youthful Zephyrus in wanton play ? 
Or is it Pſyche fair careſſing Love? 


y 


Or is it Venus in th' Idalian grove 
Who with Cinyras' happy offspring, flies“ 
The gariſh Day, while Mars (grown jealous) fighs ? 


The Gallic Mars, within this ſame Chateau, 


Sigh'd o'er his ſupper with his friend Boneau; 


And whilſt fond cares his anxious brow o'ercaſt, 
Drank little and ſcarce taſted the repaſt. 


f Adonis. 


An 
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An old Domeſtic, in his prating vein, 
His filent Highneſs ſought to entertain ?; 
And uninvited told the King aloud, 


How two young Beauties, one robuſt and proud, 


With Locks all jetty black, with warlike air ; 
And one, ſoft, blue ey'd, and ſurpaſſing fair, 
In ſuch and ſuch apartments paſs'd the night: 
Charles heard his Tale with wonder and delight. 
He made him o'er and o'er deſcribe the ſize, 
The virtuous air, ſoft voice, complexion, eyes, 
Of the dear object of his doating Heart. 
„ *Tis ſhe,” he cry'd, and inſtant would depart. 
Quits the repaſt to gain her long-loſt charms, 
6 Adieu, Boneau, I hurry to her Arms.” 
He ſaid, and onwards ruſh'd with noiſy glee, 
He was a King, nor heeded Myſtery. 


Full of his joy, he call'd thro? ev'ry ward, 
On Agnes” name, till Agnes frighted heard. 
The happy Couple trembled as they lay— 

Can the Page hide, or whither get away? 
How ſhall he *ſcape ſuch unforeſeen diſtreſs ? 
Know, *gainſt the Wainſcot, in a ſmall receſs, 


: Kings w were then addreſſed by the title of highneſs. 


A little 
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What doth Monroſe ? 
Jo take his ſtation in the ſacred Niche : 1 
And nimbly up behind the Curtain goes, 
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A little private Oratory ſtood, 


A pocket Altar, fram'd in truth of wood 


Where at a call, the Family at home, 

For fifteen ſous a Capuchin would come“. 

And in the Altar. piece, device ſo quant, 

Was ſcoop'd à Niche, that waited for its Saint. 
This Niche, from Eyes prophane was cover'd o er, 
By a green curtain wide diſplay'd before. 

He feels a ſudden itch, 


To play the Saint, ſans Doublet, Cloak, or Hoſe. 
Charles whoſe hot Paſſion no reſtraint could check, 
Flings his fond Arms round Agnes? ſnowy neck; 


With tears of joy inunds her glowing charms, 


Enraptur'd claſps her in his eager arms; 


And would indulge in thouſand nameleſs things 


Lovers all claim, eſpecially when Kings. 


The hidden Saint cold ſhudder'd at the ſight, 
The creeking Woodwork anſwer'd his affright. 


The King to learn whence this ſtrange ruſtling, boils; 


Approaches, ſtretches out his hand, recoils 


> There were as yet no Capuchins : this is a fault againſt Coflume. 


Wie 
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When fleſh reſiſts his touch, with mingled cry, 


From terror half, and half from jealouſy. 7 
He pull'd, and on the Altar down pell mel! == 


— 
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With clatt'ring ſound the rods and curtain fell; 
Squatted behind a figure ſhew'd, as fair, 


— — 
— +” 


— — 


—— 
—— 2 2 —— 


As Nature ever form'd with partial care. 

j His Shoulders turn'd thro? Modeſty, diſplay'd 

That part which Cæſar to his Hoſt betray'd '; 
That part, with love for his Ephzſtion fir'd , 
The Grecian Hero once ſo much admir'd 4 
Which Adrian dar'd in Pantheon place: 

Juſt Heav'n, what Vices brand th' Heroic Race 


—ͤꝗ——ä— —ö——: ͤ — 
— —— 


If my kind Reader has not loſt the thread 
That guides my Song, he'll recollect t' have read, 
How 1n the Britiſh Camp, courageous Joan 

Upon a Page's rump (I bluſh to own 
How Denis to this Prank did Joan induce) 
Adroitly painted three fair Flow'r de Low. 


! Ceſar i in 1 m us, ſays Suetonius, deſedit apud Ni 1c0- 


medem, non fine rumore profirate reg!  pudicilie. 


Alexander predicator Hepheſlionis, Adrianus Antinoi, The 
Emperor Adrian not only placed the Statue of Antinous in the 
Pantheon, but alſo erected a Temple to him, and Tertullian con- 
feſſes that Antinoiis performed miracles. 8 
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At ſight of 'Scutcheon, Flow'rs, and Bum fo bare, 
Aſtoniſh'd Charles betook himſelf to pray'r ; 


He deem'd 'twas Belzebub had play'd the trick. — 
And now with ſorrow and repentance ſick, 


Encreas'd by grief and fear, fair Agnes faints, 
Which much the anguiſh of her Lord augments. 
At length he cry'd, whilſt her ſoft hand he preſs'd, 
<« Hither come all, Alas, my Love's poſleſs*d.”? 
Bonifoux hears, and hurrys to the ſcene, 
Quitting his Supper, tho? with grief I ween : 
Boneau came puffing up quite out of breath: 
Joan waking, ſeiz'd with hand that dealt in death 


That Steel which ſtill inſur'd her Victory, 


And ſought the point from whence was heard the cry: 
While *ſpite of all, Cutendre's ancient Lord, 
Slept ſoundly at his eaſe, and never heard a Word. 


END OF THE TWELFTH CANTO. 


CANTO THE THIRTEENTH. 


Sally from Cutendre's Caftle.—Combat bet ween the 
Maid of Orleans and John Chandos.—Strange Lato 

of Combat to which the Maid is ſubjefted.—Father 
Bonifoux*s Vi eon. — Joan s Honour ſaved 7 a 
Miracle, 


'T'was that reſplendent Seaſon of the Year, 
When all our Hemiſphere is in a Blaze ; 

When Sol his Courſers checks in mad career, 
And ſteals from Nights to lengthen out the Days : 
Well pleas'd our happy climates to ſurvey, 
At the mid Tropic he arreſts his courſe ; 
And loitering there awhile with fond delay, 
Purſues his Journey with abated Force. 
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"Twas then, O great St. John, thy natal day!! 
Firſt of the Name, who to the empty wind 


Proclaim'd the path, where Man's ſalvation lay, 


And in the deſart preach'd to human kind. 
Hail great Precurſor | Harbinger renown'd! 
To thee I bow with reverence profound. 
Another John, endow'd with Fortune rare, 
The diſtant Regions of the Moon explor'd ; 
And mad Orlando's Wits, recover'd there d, 
To him who lov'd Angelica reſtor'd. 


John, ſecond of the name, reſtore me mine.— 
By thy protection grac'd, that tuneful bard 
That charm'd Ferrara's Lords with ſong divine, 
Obtain'd poetic Fame, his juſt Reward ; 


You deign'd to pardon what his Fancy writ, 
When he addreſs'd to you his comic lines; 
Indulgent ever to the cauſe of Wit, 

Extend your Bounty to my weak defigns— 


The Author evidently points out the end of the month of 
June. The feaſt of S:. John the Baptiſer, commonly called 
; Baptiſt, is celebrated on the 24th of June. 


» Here the Author alludes to the xxxiv Canto of the Orlands 


Furioſo : 
Quando ſcoprendo il nome ſuo gli difſe 
Eſer colui che Þ Evangelio ſeriſſe. 


See our preface, and above all remember that Arioſto places &i. 
Job in the Moon with the three fatal Siſters, 


45 


More 
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More prone to cenſure is the ſnarling croud, 
Too dull to feel, too envious too admire, 
Than when fair Italy with Genius glow'd, 
And Arioſto ſtruck the living lyre. 
| Protect my light effuſions from the weight 
Of leaden Critics: if perhaps at times 
I ſeem to trifle in familiar rhymes, 
I can be alſo ſerious and ſedate. 
But I confeſs I ſhould not wiſh to tire, 
When my kind Reader to be pleas'd expects. 
Guide thou my Pen, my feeble Voice inſpire, 
And to St. Denis give my beſt reſpect. 


Haſting to aid her King, great Joan of Arc 
*Spy'd thro? a Loophole, in the diſtant Park, 
An hundred Palfries fleeter than the wind, 
Knights on their back, and lovely dames behind; 
Attended theſe by faithful ſquires, who held 
The dreadful Weapons of Bellona's Field ; 
An hundred Bucklers, that reflected bright 
The quivering Beams of Cynthia's filver light ; 
An hundred golden helms, whoſe poliſh'd creſt 
With nodding plumes was formidably grac'd; 


"I 
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1 An hundred Javelins glittering from afar 
With gaudy Ribbonds floating in the Ar 


Great 
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Great Joan alarm'd at this unuſual ſight, 
Believ'd Cutendre's Walls begirt at night 
By Britiſh vigilance ; but err'd in this, 
Warriors, like other folk, may judge amiſs. 


'Twas oft Joan's caſe thro' hurry or neglect. 


Yet Denis rarely would the Maid correct. 


was not the Sons of Albion's Iſle, who came 
"To lay the Caſtle waſte with ſword and flame. 
'Twas brave Dunois, Dunois himſelf, ſo known 
And ſo deſervedly eſteem'd by Joan; 
And La Trimouille, and Dorothea fair, 
With Love and Joy tranſported, happy pair! 
Much cauſe ſhe had her favouring itars to bleſs, 
That led to this unlook*d-for happineſs. — 
Her faithful La Trimouille was by her Side, 
Love urg'd him on, and Honour was his Guide. 
The Fair attends him in a happy hour, 
Nor longer dreads th' inquiſitorial Pow'r. 


This ſplendid Troop, in pairs arriving right, 
Within the Caſtle were received by night. 


Joan flew to meet them; Charles with equal rage 
Impatient follow'd, eager to engage, 

And left again fair Agnes with her Page. . 
Sia nee O happy 
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Good Father Bonifoux hi'd to the King, 
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O happy Page! more bleſt in every thing, 
Than the moſt mighty and moſt chriſtian King; 
How piouſſy you thank'd the Saint, whoſe place 
You occupy'd with ſuch becoming grace! 


But now tis needtul to reſume your cloaths, 


And re-adjuſt your variegated hoſe. 


Agnes aſſiſted with a timorous hand, 


That ſtray'd full oft, and ill obey'd command. 


What burning Kiſſes the voluptuous Boy 
Impreſs'd on Lips of Roſes, ripe for joy; 
While the fond Fair indulg'd her eager Eyes, 


Whoſe keen enquiry pierc'd each thin diſguiſe! 


Monroſe took warning from the early Lark, 


And filent ſought the ſolitary Park. 


The holy Prieſt breath'd forth a pious figh, 


As he beheld the blooming Youth paſs by. 


Soft Agnes ſoon compos'd her beauteous face, 
Her Eyes, her Air, her Language, and her Dreſs. 


To ſtrengthen and conſole him, and to bring 
Intelligence, that from th' etherial Sky, 

An Heav*n-ſent Harbinger of Victory, 

Had plac'd himſelf within the Niche, to ſhew 
The pow'r of Britain was declining low ; _ 


And 
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And how the King his States ſhould ſoon retrieve: 


And Charles believ'd it, for he lov'd to believe. 


Joan ſeconded his Speech with all her might, 

“ Come on, my Prince, ſhe cry'd, reſume the fight; 
* Your abſence juſtly your brave troops alarms, 

«© Accept the Aid of Heav'n, to Arms, to Arms!“ 


' Dunois and La Trimouille both lent their Aid, 


And back'd the opinion of the warlike Maid. 
The King to their joint Wiſhes ſmiles conſent : - 
And Dorothea whom the Knights preſent 

To Charles and Agnes, is embrac'd by all; 
And forth they ſally from the Baron's Hall. 


But heav? nly Wiſdom oit looks down, and ſmiles 


On ſublunary Cares and human Toils. 


In Order due this gallant Troop appears, 


Accompliſb'd Dames, and warlike Cavaliers. 


By Agnes' Side the amorous Monarch rode, 


Her hand was lock'd in his, and ſtill ſhe ſhew'd, 


How much her honour was concern'd to prove 


She ſtill was conſtant to her royal Love; 


Vet, Shame to tell! th' involuntary glance 
Oft turn'd aſide, and ey'd the Page aſkance. 
Good Father Bonifoux brought up the rear, 


And chaunted forth the proper form of Prayer; 


Vor. II. | 1 : Oft 
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Oft interrupted, when ſeductive charms, 
Created in his breaſt ſome wild alarms, 
He view'd by turns, and with diſtracted Eye 
The Page, fair Agnes, and his Breviary. 
Glittering in Arms, the gallant Court's gay pride, Pp 
Trimouille with Dorothea by his Side, $ 


Came prancing forward; while the gentle dame 


Inebriate with joy avow'd her flame, 
Call'd him her dear deliverer, her guide, BM 
The Idol of her heart, her joy, and pride. 1 
Trimouille enraptur'd, cry'd, © when War is o'er 3 
Thus ever ſhall we hve, and part no more. 3 
Dear objeQ of my doating love with you 1 
„When, when ſhall 1 be happy in Poitou!“ 
Not far from theſe appear'd redoubted Joan, 
1he great Supporter of the Gallic Throne; 
Ihe Maid in Amazonian habit dreſs'd, | 
Her manag*d Afs with martial Vigour preſs'd ; 
Now to full Speed ſhe urg'd her warlike Beaſt, 
Wheeld, ſtopp'd, beſpoke the King; and now her 
| ' breaſt _ 
With fond emotion — d a tender ſigh, 
When ſhe perceiv'd the brave Dunois draw nigh. 
Her Fancy ſtill portray'd in livelieſt hue 


"Thoſe naked charms, that once aſſail'd her view. 
Laſt 


Met our gay Heroes near a litent wood. 


No ſparkling eyes, that killing glances dart, 


5 Fit objects of my rage, and firm averſion, 
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Laſt in Proceſſion ſage Boneau appcar'd 
With bloated paunch and patriarchal beard. 


O precious ſervant of a mighty king, 


His prudent care extends to ev'ry thing! 


Two mules attend him charg'd with precious wine, 


And pies of Perigord invite to dine; 
Pates, delicious Hams, long Sauſages, 
And Poulets ready dreſs'd, or fit to dreſs. 


Onward they march'd, when Chandos full of rage, 
Who ſought fair Agnes, and his truant Page, 
And ſword in hand the fugitives purſu'd, | 


Of ſturdy Britons with John Chandos came 
A gallant Troop, in numbers much the ſame 
With thoſe attendant on the Gallic King ; 


But different looks and diffrent arms they bring. 


No heaving bubbles, that ſubdue the heart. 
When Chandos ſaw the ſplendid Troop advance, 
„ Oh ho,” he threat'ning cry'd, . + Gallants of 


5 


& France, 


8 Shall ye engroſs three Damſels for diverſion, 
D 2 — *© When 


— — 
— 2 2 


— — 
" 22 922 22 2 
—— ͥ + 


wo * 
22 
N 
—— — —— 
—— r 
r — 
PF. x9 


— 4 


—— 


— 
— 2 ůů———ů 
— — 


— 


- . — — 
— 2 2 

N — ——— any ew er 

— — _ — — 


uy 


f 


ic 
1 #25 
18 
e 47 
f 7 

0 } 
3 

1 


52 V 


„When I, John Chandos, am not bleſt with one. 
« But come, in ſingle Combat ſhall be ſhewn, 

« Who beſt dircéts his lance againſt the foe, 

© Who ſureſt wounds, and ſtrikes the dead! teſt blow. 


“Come on, your braveſt Warior! defy, 


N 


c 


La) 


Againſt this Arm his boaſted Force to try; 


% Let him, who proves ſuperior {kill in Arms, 


0 


Enjoy the Nyinph, who moſt his 1 charms.“ 


Piqued at the 8 Offer of the Knight, 

The King ſtepp'd forth, and claim'd the promis 0 
fight. 

Dunois exclaim'd, “ Great Sir, let me advance 
« To vindicate the cauſe of Love and France.” 
He ruſh'd to arms —Trimouille arreſts his courſe, 
And claims an equal right to try his force. 
Each to the honour of the fight pretends : 
Ill kind Boneau, to pacify his friends, 
Propos'd by lot the queſtion to decide, 
As in heroic times had oft been tried. 
Ev'n in ſome modern commonwealths, we find, 
Chance beſt determines, who ſhall rule mankind ©. 


Examples of Lots are very frequent in Homer. The Hebrews 
uſed them in matters of divination. We are told Zudas's place 


was filled up by Lot; and at this day in Venice, Genoa, and other 


States, they draw Lots for many public employments. 


And 
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And mounts her Als impatient to engage; 
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And if in this grave Hiſtory, I dare 


Quote Authors ev'ry mortal ſhould revere, 


I'd tell you how good Saint Mathias drew 


Long Lots for Judas” place, and won it too. 


Now with a ſigh Boneau the Dice-Box takes 


And trembles for his monarch, while he ſhakes 
The dice, and throws -St. Denis from on high, 


Regards the Warriors with paternal eye; 


Joan and her Aſs, he ſees, ſurpaſs them all, 

The Saint directs what mortals hazard call. 

When guided by a Saint the dice are juſt; 

The Lot was Joan's, and her's th' important truſt. 
O! Joan, by this the tender Saint deſign'd, 


To baniſh all remembrance from thy mind, 


Of that raſh Hazard, when the Cordelier 
Raffled thy Beauties with the Muleteer. 


Joan greets the King, then eager ſeeks her arms: 
And modeſtly to ſkreen her maiden charms, 


Behind a buſh thought proper to retire, 


And there exchange her feminine attire, 


For facred Panoply, divinely bright, 


Brought by her Squire, and ready for the fight. 


She ſhines reſplendent, glows with martial rage, 


Cloſing 
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Cloſing her Knees, and brandiſhing her lance 
Invokes the tutelary Saints of France; 

But moſt, thoſe Virgins who by thouſands din 
Heroic Martyrs to their maiden pride “. 

As for John Chandos, that unworthy Knight 
Invok'd no Saint, but furious ruſh'd to fight. 


Now Joan and John in Conflict dire engage; 
Equal their Valour, equal was their rage: 
Horſe againſt Aſs, both arm'd alike in Steel, 
With üghtning' s force dart forward, when they feel 
The pointed ſpur ; ; their heads in contact meet, 
The ſteely Mail falls ſhiver'd at their feet; 
While purple Torrents ſtain th' enſanguin'd ground, 
And frighted Echo ſcarce repeats the ſound. 
Both Courſers' feet at once the ground forſook 
Unable to ſuſtain the dreadful ſhock, 
And both unhors'd at once the riders lay. 
Thus when two Ivory balls ſuſpended play 
By Cords of equal Length, with force alike 
In arch cycloidal they move and ſtrike ; 
While Gravitation's force with common laws 


And like Momentum each to other draws ; 


The eleven thouſand virgins and martyrs buried at Cologne. 


The 
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CANTO. XIII. 


The hoſtile Globes accelerating meet, 


- 


Velocity ſtill multiplied by weight. 


Each party deem'd that Horſe and Ais were dead, 
And tor their riders? fate were [truck with dread. 


But France's heroine, the maid auguſt, 


Was not in form fo nervous and robuſt, 


So form'd for conflicts in Bellona's field, 
As Britiſh Chandos; though ſhe ſcorn'd to yield. 
In this dire ſhock her equilibrium loſt, 

Upon her back the vanquiſh'd maid was toſt ; 
On the green Graſs her lovely limbs were laid, 


Juſt as a man. would wiſh to find 2 maid. 


When Chandos ſaw his adverſary low, 
He thought Dunois or Charles had been his foe. 


Sudden he ſtoops, his conqueſt he ſurveys ; 
The helm remov'd to Chandos“ view diſplays, 


The humid luftre of two radiant eyes, 

That languiſhingly ſhone; he next unties 

The firings that bound her cuiraſs to her breaſt,. 
He ſees with raptures not to be expreſs'd, 


He ſees, ye Gods! two bubbies plump and round, 


Haſtic, firm, with bluſhing roſe-buds crown'd. 


66" hank 


56 


ce 


GANTO XIII. 


Thank Heav'n,”” cry'd Chandos, the firit time, 


tis ſaid, 


That ever Chandos thank'd kind Heav'n, or pray'd. 


6 


Ei 
Shs --< 


© A buckler which fell from Heaven, and was carefully pre- 


Thank Heav'n, ſhe's mine, this peerleſs maiden 
fair, + 

She's doubly mine by all the laws of war. 

Pll gratify my vengeance like a man, 

And let St. Denis blame me, if he can. 


The Arms of Love ſhall thoſe of war ſucceed, 


And Mars and Venus both applaud the deed.” 
Puſh, puſh, my Lord,” exclaim'd his faithful 


Squire, 


Puſh on, and gratify your heart's defire ; 


Confirm the glory of the Britiſh throne, 
Aſſert your country's honour and your own. 


In vain would Lumber ſtrike our Souls with dread, 


In vain he ſwears this facred Maidenhead, 
This grand Palladium of the Gallic State, 


This Latian Buckler, that ſecures their Fate *, 
Shall mock the efforts of our love and hate. 


*Tis your's, my Lord, by one ſtout effort try 


To ſcize this Oriflamme, and Victory!“ 


— 


jerved at Romc; as a pledge of the ſecurity of the City. 
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CANTO XIII. 57 


« Yes,” cry'd the Knight,“ your counſels Pl] pur- 
cc ſue, | 


v4 


6 The meed that crowns my wiſhes lies in view; 


«© One path to pleaſure and to glory leads, 
5 Thoſe bright rewards of all heroic deeds.” 


: Shock'd at this language of the Britiſh Chief, 
Joan pray'd to chaſte St. Denis for relief; 


_ *Twas all ſhe could, ſhe ſuffer'd like a Stoic. 


But great Dunois inſpir'd with rage heroic, 


Would fain have ran to arms in her defence 


To ſtop this triumph of Incontinence. 


But how proceed | The rigid law of arms 


Pleads for the victor, and Dunois diſarms. 


The heav'nly Aſs, as on the ground he lay, 
With hanging ears, and looks of deep diſmay, 
Confus'dly, languiſhingly, view'd the ſcene, 


And haughty Chandos's triumphant mien. 
Long had he felt for Joan the tendereſt fire, 


The pureſt flames of delicate deſire ; 
A paſſion that all vulgar love ſurpaſſes, 
But little known to our terreſtrial Aſſes. 


Such Chandos“ words, and ſuch his Actions too, 
They ſtruck with terror Father Bonifoux; 


He 


8 CANTO XII 3 


He trembles leſt the royal Penitent 1 
His paſſions rous'd by ſuch a ſtrange event, | 1 
FT aſſert his country's honour and his own, : 
With Agnes ſhould ennage ; nor he alone, 
Trimouille might feel the ſympathetic flame, 9 
And join in combat with his willing dame. 9 
Full of theſe thoughts his reverend limbs he laid, 1 
Beneath a ſpreading Oak's refreſhing ſhade; XZ 
And there began his pious meditation, 5 3 
Upon the Effect and Cauſe of Fornication. 1 


While thus the Monk purſued his Reverie, 
He ſaw a Viſion full of Myſtery; 
Like that, which once appear'd to Jacob's view, 
Who ſold his porridge, like a modern Jew. 
This Jacob in his Age a Viſion ſaw, 

A thouſand rams purſuing Nature's law; 

Each mounted on his willing woolly bride, 

While he ſlept ſoundly by Euphrates? fide. 

Our Monk had now a more amuſing Dream; | 

The future Gallic Monarchs were his theme: 

He ſaw them all, engag'd in amorous fight 

Ruſh to the goal, inebriate with delight ; 

Their ſweet enſlavers too, in all their Charms, 

Triumphant Beauty's unreſiſted Arms 
..... ä Tack 


1 


CANTO XII. 59 


Each held her Lover bound in Cupid's Chain, 
And vanquiſh'd Monarch's willing Slaves remain. 
Thus when returning Zephyrs gently play, 

And wake the Flow'rs that deck the Lap of May, 
The feather'd Songſters agitate the Groves, 

And recommence their half- forgotten Loves 


The gaudy butterflies on beds of flow'rs, 


| Careſs the Partners of their happy hours; 


E'en ſavage beaſts the genial Warmth invades, 
And ſoften'd Lions ſeek the conſcious ſhades, 


Francis the Firſt now in his dream appears, 


The flower of Monarchs and of Cavaliers ; 
Him fair d'Etampes a willing ſlave detains*, 


In ſweet oblivion of thoſe harſher chains 


By Charles impos'd, on Pavia's fatal plains. 


His vanquiſh'd victor next appear'd in view“, 


Who ſerv'd the Fleming and her rival too; 


While with the laurel wreath that grac'd his head 


Love's ſweeter myrtles intermix'd their ſhade. 
Juſt Heav'n, what Monarchs ! in this glorious courſe 


One gains the gout, the other ſomething worſe. - 


f Anne de Piſſcleu, ducheſſe d'Etampes, 


s Charles V. 


Next 


8 CANTO XII. 


Next met his view Diana of Poitiers * 

Mature in artifice, mature in years 

Her arts the ſecond Henry's boſom fire ; 

The laughing Loves behold her, and admire. 
Succeeding Charles the Ninth a Monarch reigns i, 
Who not to female charms his taſte reſtrains; 
Laughing he quits his Chloris for a Page, 

Nor hceds the tumults of Pariſian rage. 


But how ſhall I deſcribe our Monk's ſurprize, 
When Borgia's am'rous Combats met his eyes ? 
Or how ſhall I in numbers meet expreſs 
The various paſtimes of his Holineſs ? 

There with Vanoza join'd in converſe ſweet, 
His triple crown neglectcd at his feet; 

With his own Daughter there diſſolv'd in a bliſs 
The holy Pontiff breathes a pious Kiſs *, 

"3 mighty Leo, O tranſcendant Paul, 

You rival Monarchs, nay ſurpaſs them all, 


t Diane de Poitiers, ducheſſe de Fi 
i Henry III. 5 


Pope Alexander VI. had three Children by Yanoza. His 
daughter Lucretia was ſuppoſed to have been kis miltreſs, as allo 
her brother's : Alexandri fila, eue, nurus. 


Henry 
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C ANT O XIII. — 


Henry the Great, to thee alone they yield 
Victorious both in Mars' and Venus' field; 
By Gabrielle's love made more illuſtrious far !, 


Then by full twenty years of toils and War, 


A glorious ſpectacle now role to view, 
The age of pleaſures, and of wonders too. 
To mighty Louis, and his brilliant court, 
Behold the arts and ſciences reſort. 
Love bids the towers of proud Verſailles ariſe, 
And while thick miſts obſcure the nation's eyes, 
Beſtrews with flowers the mighty monarch's throne, 
Nor heeds the ſoldier's wounds, nor hears his dying 
grOAn. | 
Thou firſt and faireſt of the ſons of men, 
What rival charms contend thy love to gain? 
Impatient all, and glowing with deſire; 


Firſt Mazarin's fair niece, her eyes on fire” 


? 
Next gentle, tender, generous la Valiere, 
And ardent, amorous Monteſpan appear 
This yields the reins to love without controul, 


Nor checks the madding tranſports of her ſoul; 


I The celebrated Gabrielle d' Eirze, Ducheſs of Beaufort. 


m Who was afterwards married to the Conſtable Colonna. 


That 
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_ CANTO XII. 
That bids th' impatient Monarch's paſſion ſtay, 
And yields at length, but yields with {ſweet delay. 


But now behold thoſe happy days advance, 
When pleaſing Folly reigns ſupreme in France; 
Rattling her bells throughout the merry land, 
She ſcatters bleſſings with a liberal hand ; 


Each whim indulging, each eccentric notion, 


And nought was ſtrange in France, except devotion. 
While the kind regent from his palace walls, 

To gay voluptuous mirth the nation calls, 

The willing People at his voice obey, 

And thou fair Daphne ſmiling lead'ſt the? way, 

Of Gallia's ſplendid court the brighteſt ſtar, 

The faireit nymph, when every nymph was fair ; 


"Thee jolly Bacchus and blithe Comus lead, 


By Love eſcorted to the genial bed. 
But hold my mule, check thy preſumptuous rhymes, 


Nor dare expatiate on the preſent times. 


Much danger in the pleaſing taſk I ſee, 
For preſent Time ſhould ever ſacred be, 
Like the Lord's Ark, a holy Myſtery. 
Who dared to touch the Ark with hand profane, 
Incurr'd immediate death, or laſting pain. 


Let 


bs 5 


CANTO XII. 


Let me be filent then; yet if I dare 
' Deſcribe thy beauties, thou tranſcendant fair, 


In native ſweet ſimplicity array'd, 

Faithful as Agnes, generous tender maid 
Could I but offer on your charming knees 
One grain of incenſe, and that incenſe pleaſe ; 
Such incenſe as to Venus” ſelf is due, | 


Or paint thoſe arms employ'd by Love and you; 


Could I deſcribe that ſtrong yet pleaſing chain, 
Could 1— 


but no, the raſh attempt were vain: 


Ne'er could my Muſe the glowing theme rehearſe, 


For thy tranſcendant charms too weak my lowly verſe. 


TY enraptur'd Monk in his exſtatic dream 
Beholds thoſe beauties, which 1 dare not name. 
With ſcrutinizing eye, yet modeſt too, 
Contemplates ev'ry object in his view; 

Each happy pair alive to love's alarms, 
In gentle confli& in each other's arms. 
Alas! he cried, if thus the great and fair, 
In ſingle combat wage eternal war; 


If ſuch the univerſal law of all, 
Why ſhould I murmur, if John Chandos fall 


Upon the yielding charms of vanquiſh'd Joan ? 


Me muſt ſubmit—the Will of Heav'n be done. 


Amen 


64 AN Il. 


Amen he faid, and fainting ſeem'd to die, 
Diſſolv d in viſions of ideal joy. 


But good St. Denis would not thus permit 
That Joan to Britiſh Proweſs ſhould ſubmit; 
He ſaw the urgent danger of the maid, 
And inſtant granted his celeſtial aid. 
You've heard, good Reader, nay perhaps have 

known, 

Some amorous Youth bewitch'd and turn'd to Stone” ; 
So cruel a reſource no Saint ſhould try, 
Unleſs in cafe of great Emergency. 
When magic Influence mars the genial Hour, 
And, whilſt occafion ſmiles, denies the pow'r, 
Th' unhappy Swain no longer fondly burns, 
But Cupid's fire to icy coldnels turns; 
Confus'd, unnerv'd, unable to enjoy, 

He fails aſtoniſh'd at the brink of joy. 
As ſome gay flow'r declines its head at noon, 

Its colours faded, and 1ts moiſture gone, 


n Formerly breeches were worn which laced before; and when 
à man failed in the performance of his Duty, the phraſe was, that 
his Lace was knotted. Soreerers have at all times been ſuppoſed 
to poſſeſs the power of preventing the Conſummation of Matri- 
mony. The Faſhion of laced Codpieces went out about the time 
of Lewis XIV, when buttons were ſubſtituted. 


In 


- 


CANTO XII. 


In vain demanding from the humid ſky, 
Of renovated ſtrength a freſh ſupply. 


Thus chaſte St. Denis brought the maid relief, 
And of his right of Conqueſt robb'd the Chief. 


Our Heroine recover'd from affright, 


In voice of thunder thus accoſts the knight : 
« No longer, Chandos, boaſt thy matchleſs force, 
& Nor think to ride reſiſtleſs in thy courſe; 


Vain are the Triumphs of your martial might, 


“ Unnerv'd your courſer falls in Cyprian fight. 


0 


Soon will J ſhine again in War's alarms, 


« And holy Denis ſhall protect my arms: 
At Orleans“ Walls thy proweſs ſhall be try'd.“ 


8 


* 


I'll meet thee there, the Britiſh chief reply'd, 
Maid or no Maid; It never ſhall be 


ſaid, 


„In Love or War chat Chandos was afraid. 


I'm there regain the Honour I have loſt, 


« St. George ſhall aid me to fulfil my boaſt.” 


END OF THE THIRTEENTH CANTO. 
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CANTO THE FOURTEENTH. 


How John Chandos would abuſe the devout Dorothea. 
Combat between La Trimouille and Chandos.— 
Fierce Chandos overcome by Dunois. 


P ARENT of Nature, heav'nly Venus, hear; 


Voluptuous Goddeſs, who in Greece renown'd, 


To Epicurus lent a willing Ear; 


Thou, who from Chaos baniſh'd Night profound, 
Beſtowing Life, Fertility and Joy, 


Perception quick, Delights, that never cloy, 


This Exordium ſeems imitated from the — Canto of an ad 
mirable Poem by Lucretius-: 15 


Eneadum genitrix hominum divamque Voluptas, 


Alma Venus celi ſubter labentia figna, Wc, &c. * 


CANTO XIV. 67 


On thoſe innumerable Tribes, who live 

By thy Command, and at thy Call revive; 

Whoſe Voice the Thunderer of Rage diſarms, 
Whoſe potent Smiles, and all- ſubduing Charms 

Can ſtop in mid career his rattling Car, 

And ſoothe and calm the angry God of War; 
Who mak'ſt the Air ſerene, the Sun more bright, 

Profuſe of Bliſs, and pregnant with Delight: 
Deſcend, bright Goddeſs, to thy Votary's Aid, 
Come, on thy Car ſurrounded by the Loves, 

Whom Zephyrs with expanded Pinions ſhade, 

Drawn thro' the Air ſerene by cooing Doves ; | 

Deſcend, the Univerſe to animate 
And calm; while at thy Voice, Supicion, Hate, 
Gloomy Ennui, more irkſome {till than thoſe, 
And green-eyed Envy, Foe to Man's Repoſe, 

Re-plung'd by thee into their native Hell, 

Shall there in chains eternal ever dwell. 

Let all unite, and kindle at thy Voice, 

The Univerſe by Love ſhall be maintain 'd; 

In thy bleſt Laws let all Mankind rejoice, 

For they alone deſerve to be retain'd. 

All other Codes let us to Flames conſign 

The Law of Venus only ſhall be mine. 


Ki "Let 
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6 CANTO XIV. 


Let France's Monarch, Goddeſs, be thy Care, 
Who, to defend his Country wages War; 5 
And ſafe from every Harm, vouchſafe to guide 


The faithful tender Agnes by his Side. 


For theſe thy aid I earneſtly implore, 


For Joan of Arc I aſk not thy protection; 
Not yet has ſhe thy Godhead learn'd t' adore, 
A Veſlel pure of ſanctified Election. 
Let chaſte St. Denis guard the martial Maid 


Thro' all the Ranks of War; but lend thine Aid, 
Thy ſoft Protection, and thy guardian Care, 
To La Trimouille and Dorothea fair; 


Pour in their feeling Hearts the Balm of Love, 


Nor let them more the ills of Abſence prove. 


And thou, blithe Comus, recompenſe Boneau, 


Of Mirth and Wine the choiceſt Bleſſings bring; 
For he a Bargain ſtruck without a Blow, 


Between the cynic Chandos and his King; 
That the oppoſing Bands ihould ſtraight divide 
To right and left of Loire's tranſlucent tide, 
And tranquil there remain in guiſe pacific, 
Nor longer frown in attitude terrific. 


Boneau, whoſe prudent Care to both extends, 


Confults the Taſte of Foes as well as Friends. 2 


| Roaſt 


Sante ,, - -& 


Roaſt Beef the Engliſh Appetite delights, 

A mighty Sirloin cheer'd the Britiſh Knights ; 

Well butter'd o'er, of Pudding each had Share, 
And roſy Wines of Bourdeaux crown'd their Fare. 
While right Ragouts, whoſe poignant Sauce invites 
The wearied Appetite to new Delights ; 

With red-legg'd Partridge furniſh'd out a Feaſt, 
Appropriate to nicer Gallic Taſte. 

Fierce Chandos drank his Bottle, then ſet out, 
Swearing aloud that in ſome future Bout 
He'd prove his proweſs in the Cyprian fight, 

And re- aſſume o'er Joan a Victor's right. 

Mean time he to his pretty Page returns : 
While Joan, near great Dunois, for Combat burns. 


The Gallic King and his brave Guards repair, 
(Agnes in front, the Monk to cloſe the rear) 
Along thoſe flow'ry banks Loire gently laves 
With tranquil current and inconſtant waves. 


A Bridge of Boats acroſs the River ſtood 
That ſtretch'd from bank to bank and ſpann'd the 
ood... 
And at the farther End a Chapel lay : 
was Sunday, and a Voice was heard to pray; 
An 


P — 


7 CANTO XIV. 

An Hermit's Voice, that through the Valley rung 
Chaunting the Maſs, a Child reſponſive ſung. 
The royal Train, abounding ſtill in grace, 
Heard, ere they quit the Caſtle, early Maſs. 
But Dorothea, doubly bound to pray, 

Had heard at leaſt two Maſſes ev'ry day, 
Since Heav'n the guardian of her innocence, 
Sent great Dunois to fight in her defence. 

To ſeize ſuch Opportunity intent 

The pious Fair-one to this Chapel went; 


Three Times ſhe croſs'd herſelf, and three Times more 


Her face with holy water ſprinkled o'er ; 


Then with Hands claſp'd the lovely Devotee 


Bent her fair Neck, and dropp'd upon her Knee. 


The holy Hermit, viewing her Devotion, 
| Felt in himſelf a more profane Emotion. 


He would have ſay'd, © Let's pray for heav'nly Grace.“ 
But ſighing cry'd, © Oh, what a heav'nly Face!“ 


Thither, indeed with leſs devout intent, 
Or for meer paſtime, Britiſh Chandos went. 


And Head erect, with high imperious Air 


Saluted careleſsly the kneeling Fair; 


Whiſtling he paſs'd, repaſs'd, nor ſeem'd to mind, 
At laſt he ſtopp'd, and knelt him down behind, 


But 


CANTO XIV. 


But not a ſingle Pater naſter ſaid. 

With charming Air the tender pious Maid, 
Impell'd by Movements of celeſtial Grace, 
Full lowly bends to Earth her beauteous Face; 


And while ſhe bends, tho' Heav'n each thought ab- 


ſorbs, | 

Still higher ſeems to raiſe the nether Orbs: 
Her Petticoat, which ſomewhat ſhort ſhe wore, 
And which this Attitude ſtill ſhorten'd more, 
Diſcover'd full to Chandos' raviſh'd Eyes 
Such Legs, and ſuch rotundity of Thighs, 
Such poliſh'd Ivory, ſo ſmooth, ſo white, 

So exquiſitely moulded for Delight, 
As once Diana ſhew'd the Theban boy, 
Who paid full dear the tranſient glimpſe of Joy. 
Chandos, without or praying Heav'n for grace, 
Or aught of Rev'rence for the ſacred place, 

Felt in his breaſt impureſt Wiſhes riſe, 
And not contented to indulge his Eyes, 


Beneath her Garments thruſt his Hand ſo pat in, 


He felt a Skin as ſoft and ſmooth as Sattin; 
And, how ſhall I relate it? rudely ſtrove 

To violate the Sanctuary of Love. 

But hold, my Muſe, the raſh Attempt forbear, 
Let me not wound my chaſter Reader's Ear ; 


Preſume 


1 CANTO XIV. 


Preſume not to deſcribe to what Extent 
The brutal Raſhneſs of John Chandos went. 


Mean time Trimouille, who miſs'd the lovely Fair, 
The conſtant obje& of his amorous Care, 
His Courſe directed to the Chapel Wall 
Love urged him on, for Love impels us all. 
And critically at that moment enter'd, 
When with unhallow'd Hand the Briton ventur'd 
I' explore his Dorothea's latent Charms: 
Her piercing Shriek his inmoſt Soul alarms. 
The Holy Prieſt ſtops ſhort, and turns him round, 
To ſee whence iſſued ſuch a thrilling Sound, 5 
Oh what a Groupe for painting they diſcover, 
The Prieſt, the Fair, John Chandos, and the Lover! 
Aſtoniſhment with different Expreſſion 
Of ev'ry countenance uſurp'd poſſeſſion. 
The Frenchman crys aloud; © Diſcourteous Knight, 
es Impious Profaner of each ſacred Rite, 
Nor Place nor Perſon thy Reſpe& engage; 
e Dareſt thou even here extend thy brutal Rage! 2” 
The Britiſh Hero roſe from bended Knee, 
And with an Air of haughty Raillery 
Sarcaſtic ſmiling, as he gain'd the Door, 
What's that to you!“ exclaim'd aloud and ſwore ; 

| “Are 


« Are you the Sexton ? Is the Church your Care?“ 
„An higher Charge,” Trimouille reply'd, *©Ibear, 
The favour'd Lover of this injur'd Fair; 


* 


C 


* 


<« Too often wrong' d by cruel Fortune's Spight, 

% But who ſhall never want a faithful Knight 

«© T avenge the Inſults to her Honour ſhewn.” 
Her Knight may chance perhaps to riik his own.” 
The Briton cry'd, “ we know each other well, 

<« Let all the World John Chandos' Actions tell; 
True, for fo fair a Back he'd ſtoop full low, 

1 But never turn'd his « own upon A Foe.” 


The ſneering Briton and the Gallic Knight 
Inſtant prepare their Chargers for the Fight. 


Each from his Squire receives his Spear and Shield, 


And takes his Station in the duſty Field. 
Firm in their Seats, terrific, they draw near, 
Paſs and repaſs, and run in full career. 

Of Dorothea's Cries the tender Force 
Arreſts them not in their impetuous Courſe. 


O thou, whom I adore,” the Frenchman cries ; 
* *Veng'd is your Honour, or your Lover dies!“ 


Miſtaken Man, his Valour and his. Lance, 
In vain defend the Cauſe of Love and France. 


a Twice 


CANTO XIV. 73 
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74 CANTO XIV. 


Twice had he pierc'd the Armour of his Foe, 
And now triumphantly purſu'd his Blow, 
When lo! His Charger ſtumbling in his Courſe 
O'erwhelms his Rider with reſiſtleſs Force. 
Trimouille unhorſed and proſtrate on the ground 
From the arm'd Hoof receives a dreadful Wound. 
| Forth the wide gaſh a purple current ran, 
When to aſſiſt him came the holy Man; 
Who thought him dying, pray'd to Heay'n to bleſs 
him, 2 
Cry'd out in manus, and would ſtraight confeſs him. 
O Dorothea, what was thy Deſpair, 
With naked Boſom and diſhevell'd Hair, 
Stretch'd without Movement, torpid by his Side, 
While Grief all Utt'rance to thy Voice deny'd! 
What were thy Words when Words could find their 
way | : 
«© Dear Object of my Love, why did I ſtray 
* A Moment from thy Sight! *Tis I, 'tis I. 
“Have cauſed this cruel Stroke of Deſtiny ! 
«© That fatal Chapel hateful to my view, 
„That fatal Chapel muſt I ever rue? 
And did I Love and La Trimouille betray, 
“ Meerly to hear a ſecond Maſs a-day ?” 
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Thus | 
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CANTO XIV. 55 


Thus Dorothea ſpoke with fruitleſs Moan, 
While pitying Echo anſwer'd Groan for Groan. 


Chandos unmov'd beheld her Sighs and Tears. 
* My gallant Frenchman, Flower of Cavaliers,” 
He cry'd, exulting, laughing as he ſpoke, 
* Your Neck mul: now receive the Victor's Yoke; - 
And you, my pretty, whining, pious Fair, 
My Priſoners both, a gentle loving Pair. 
You know the Laws of Battle and reſpect 'em; 


{© I know the Victor's Rights, and ſha'nt neglect em. 
cc 


cc 


cc 


Agnes was once a Moment in my Power; 
Your Maid of Orleans next in luckleſs Hour, 
© Vanquilh'd in Battle I in Love aſſail'd; 


cc 


cc 


But there, I bluſh to own, my Proweſs fail'd. 
cc 


With you I ſhall regain my Honour loſt, 


„ Trimouille himſelf may witneſs if I boaſt.“ | 


The Prieſt, the Vair-one, and the Gallic Knight 
Stood fix'd alike with horror and affright. 
Thus in ſome Cavern of a craggy Rock 3 ; 
A trembling Shepherdeſs and timid Flock. 
Behold their faithful Dog, that guards the Fold, 
Quell'd by a Wolf grim, terrible and bold. 


| 


But 


176 CANTO XIV. 


But Heaven, whoſe TING when 1 it ſeems moſt 
flow, | 

Only delays to ſtrike the ſurer Blow, 

This wild Exceſs no longer could endure 

Of Britiſh Chandos. All his Deeds i impure, 

| Virgins and Boys defil'd, Impiety, 

Rapes, Sacrilege, and horrid Blaſphemy, 

All, all are weigh'd. Death's Angel holds the Scales; 

Light fly his merits, and his guilt prevails. 

The great Dunois had from the other ſide 

The Combat and Trimouille's Defeat eſpy'd ; 

He ſaw a Fair-one with diſorder'd Charms 

Claſping the languid Hero in her Arms; 

Cloſe by the Hermit muttering on the Ground, 

While Britiſh Chandos wheel'd triumphant round. 

Fired at the ſight he gives his Steed the Rein, 

And quick as Lightning darts acroſs the plain. 


 ?*Twas Albion's Cuſtom in thoſe Days of Yore, 
To call Things bluntly by the Name they bore. 
The Barrier of the Bridge he ſcarce had paſs'd, 
Urging his furious Courſe with rapid Haſte, 
When theſe rude Accents {truck his haughty Ear, 
ce Son of a Whore!” he heard, or ſcem'd to hear. 
«- Yes,” 
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«© Whoſe happy Arms from Monſters freed the Earth. 


Jo free the Earth from Monſters, ſuch as thou. 


_ CANTO XIV. 77 


ce Yes,” cry'd Dunois, © I glory in the Name, 

6 And on that appellation build my Fame; 

& Such was Alcides, Bacchus the divine, 

4 And the great Founder of the Roman Line; 

“ Such Perſeus was, and ſuch thoſe Heroesꝰ Birth, 


A 
0 
[ 
| 
f 
| 


e Like theirs my Origin, like them I vow 


e Remember, that a Norman Baſtard's Might © 
4 OO'er conquer'd England us'd a Victor's Right. 


Oh ye, great Baſtards of the thundering God, 


* Direct my Arm, to Conqueſt point the Road; 
% Avenge your Honour by protecting mine!“ 
This Prayer had little ſuited a Divine; 


But our great Hero lov'd the Greek Mythology, 


And little car'd for orthodox Theology. 


He ſpoke, and inſtant made his Courſer feel 


The pointed Fury of his armed Heel. 
With well-dire&ted Lance he aim'd a Blow, EE” 
That pierced John Chandos' ſhining Armour through, 


b Alcides, Bacchus, Perſeus, the ſons of Fopiters Romulus the 


ſon of Mars, £9c, 


c William the Conqueror, Baſtard of Normandy, the ſon of a 
- Whore, as our author judiciouſly remarks, after Lord Ch——d, 


Where 


78 CANTO XIV. 


Where the bright Helmet joins the Coat of Mail; 
The ſhiver'd Fragments glitter'd, as they fell. 


The gallant Briton deals a thundering blow 

Full on the brazen Buckler of his Foe. 

The Buckler rings; but guiltleſs of a Wound 
The Weapon turns oblique. The Shores reſound. 
Now Man to Man oppos'd, and Horſe to Horſe, 
With Rage redoubled, and increaſing Force, 
The cloſing Warriors grapple 1 in their Courſe. 
In the fierce Shock each quits the Steed he rode, 
Who diſencumber'd of his ſhining Load, 
No longer guided by coercive Rein, 

Turns round in peace to graze upon the Plain. 
Thus by an Earthquake from ſome Mountain torn, 
With Force impetuous to the Vallies borne, 
'Two mighty Fragments of a falling Rock 
Deſcending meet—Such and ſo great the Shock 

Of the two Heroes tumbling to the Ground, 

In rude Embrace each by the other bound. 

The Air was moved, Nymphs trembled from afar, 
And diſtant Echos ſwell'd the Voice of War. 
Thus when enſanguin'd Mars on lium's Plain, 

By Fury arm'd, with Terror in his Train, 


Deſcended 
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CANTO XIV. 79 


Deſcended raging from Olympus' Height, 

For Troy's proud Walls to mix in mortal Fight; 
While blue-eyed Pallas fired the hoſtile Band 

Of Grecian Heroes arm'd at her Command; 
Earth from i its inmoſt Center ſhook around; 

Th” infernal Regions heard the dreadful Sound; 
Pale Pluto heard, and trembled on his Throne“, 
| Leſt the dire Realms of Death the Victor's Force 
ſhould own. 


Now fiercely from the Grand both Heroes riſe, 
And view each other with indignant Eyes; 
Forth from the Sheath their ſhining Swords they drew, 
At every Stroke their Mail in Shivers flew; 

The purple Streams, that iſſued from each Wound, 
Stain'd their bright Armour, and bedew'd the Ground. 
Anxious Spectators the dire conflict view'd, 

And round the Combatants encircling ſtood ; 
With Neck outſtretch'd, Eyes fix'd, and Mind intent, 
They ſcarcely breath'd while trembling for the Event. 
The public Eye incites to glorious Deeds ; 

When Crouds look on, well pleas'd the Warrior bleeds. 


4 This paſſage ſeems again imitated from Homer; but thoſe who 
pretend to have read the Greek will fay that it does not come up 
to the original, 


The 
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Then drawing forth a Dagger, which he held 


80 CANTO XIV. 


The former Efforts of their martial Might 
Were but faint Preludes to this dreadful Fight. 
Achilles, Hector, Demigods of old, 

The Grenadiers more formidably bold, 


Even Africk's Lions, whoſe ſuperior Might 


Tranſcends them all, were leſs reſolv'd in Fight, 


Leſs furious, than the French and Britiſh Knight.) 
At length Dunois uniting Art with Force, 
Seiz'd Chandos? Arm arreſted in its Courſe, 


And held it firm; then with a back-hand blow 
Struck to the Ground the Weapon of his Foe ; 
While with one Leg advanc'd in Poſture juſt, 
He laid the proſtrate Warrior in the Duſt ; 

But Chandos falling ſeiz'd with powerful Hold 


The incumbent Foe; they both together roll'd. 
But great Dunois the Victor's Place retain'd, 


And vanquiſh'd Chandos underneath remain'd. 


The gentle Victor, whoſe right noble Mind 


When Fortune ſmiled, to Mercy ſtill inclin'd, 
Prefling his Adverſary with his Knee, 


Cry'd; “ Yield thee, Chandos!“ —“ What,” ſaid 
he, & to thee? 
6 Hold, hold a Moment, thus doth Chandos yield.” 


His 
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Chandos expir'd; but ſtruggling wich che Smart, 


Fierce, proud, vindictive he through Life remain'd, 
And his laſt Hour that Character retain'd. 


8 His preſent Thoughts, and his Attention melt . 


He ſaved once more fair Dorothea's Life. 


CANTO XIV. 81 


His laſt Reſource, he ſwore, and aim'd a Blow 


Full at the Neck of his too generous Foe ; 
But there the Coat of Mail remain'd entire 
And broke the Dagger's Point. —Inflamed with Ire 


Dundis exclaim'd, “ Wretch, thou) rt reſolv'd to die, 


“% Then take thy Fate!“ He waited not Reply, 
But plung'd the bloody Weapon in his Heart. 


* Son of a Whore,” were the laſt Words he utter'd, 
And even in Death, © Son of a Whore,” he mutter'd. 


His Eyes, his Front a gloomy Horror wore, 
And even in Death a threatening Aſpect bore. 
His haughty Soul to Hell to indignant fied, 

To brave the Devil, and annoy the dead. 

Thus died, as he had liv'd, this Britiſh Knight, 
Slain by the Gallic Chief in ſingle Fight. 


To ſpoil the vanquiſh'd Foe Dunois diſdain'd ; 


Though by the Uſages of Greece maintain'd 


The Law of Arms. —His Friend Trimouille engroſs'd 
Happy that thus victorious in the Strife, 


Tot tt —— He 
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Tu CANTO XIV. 


He now reſtores her Lover to her Arms; 

The fair ſupports him; her bewitching Charms 
Diſpel the Pains from Chandos* Wounds ariſe, 
He feels but thoſe of Dorothea's Eyes; 


But thoſe, he knew, could cure, as well as wound, KL 
He gaz'd, and ſoon his priſtine Vigour found. = 
His lovely Miſtreſs ſnatch'd from Depth of Woe, 
Found in her Breaſt reviving Pleaſure glow : 

She ſmil'd, but ſmiling dropp'd a tender Tear, 
The doubtful Joy was ſtill chaſtis'd by Fear W 
Thus the bright Sun illumes with temper'd Blaze 
A tranſient Cloud, that half obſcures his Rays. 


The King, fair Agnes, and illuſtrious Joan, 


The great Supporter of the Gallic Throne, 5 
| Embrace the Hero, whoſe triumphant Hand | 
The Cauſe of Love and of his native Land 3 
Had well aveng'd.—All in his Praiſe conſpir'd, E 
And moſt of all his Modeſty admir'd. | | 
7? Though *tis not difficult perhaps, 'tis glorious, | | 


To ſhew our Modeſty when we're victorious. 


Joan ſtifled i in her breaſt a ſmall Degree 
f jealous Pride, accuſing Deſtiny 


That 


CANTO XIV. 


That *twas not granted to her maiden Hand, 
Of ſuch a Miſcreant to rid the Land. 


Deep in her Breaſt infix'd the Affront remain'd, 
The double Inſult ſhe ſo late ſuſtain'd, 


Which both the Woman and the Warrior pain'd, 
When near Cutendre's Walls the recreant Knight 
Had fail'd in Love, yet conquer'd her in Fight. 


4 


END OF THE FOURTEENTH CANTO. 
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CANTO THE FIFTEENTH. 


Grand Entertainment at the Town-Houſe of Orleans, 


Followed by a general Aſſault. Charles attacks the 
Engliſh. What happens to Jon Agnes and her 


travelling Companions. 


CRrrics avaunt! Your Malice I deſpiſe, 
Full well to me my own DefeQs are known. 
Fain would I place before my Reader's Eyes, 
[lluſtrious Facts, and brilliant Deeds alone; 1 
Such as might grace the fair hiſtoric Page, 
In golden Characters inſcrib'd on high 

In Memory's ſacred Fane, from Age to Age 
To celebrate our Monarch's Deſtiny ; 


Wuſtrious 
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CANTO XV. 85 


Illuſtrious Charles, for Love and Arms renown'd, 
By Joan's victorious Hand in Orleans crown'd. 
'Tis hard indeed thus to have loſt my Time, 

At great Expenſe of Genius and of Rhyme; 


Io tell you of Cutendre, and a Page; 
Of Griſbourdon, and his laſcivious Rage; 


A Mulateer's Adventures to rehearſe, 


Injurious to the Dignity of verſe. 


But theſe Events, you know, were all deſcrib'd 


By great Tritemus that illuſtrious Sage a; 


By him in deathleſs Characters inſcrib'd, 

I only copy his immortal Page. 

It, my good Reader, plung'd in theſe Details 
You find, perchance, your Gravity offended, 

If you ſhould knit your Brow, or bite your Nails, 


I leave this Work to be by you amended. 


Half of my Verſe obliterate, if you will, 


But oh! reſpect that Truth which guides my Quill. 5 


O Truth! thou Virgin of celeſtial Birth, 
When ſhalt thou meet due Honour here on Earth ? 
Pure 
2 We have already remarked that Abbe Tritemus has never ſaid 
a word about the Maid of Orleans or fair Agnes; 'tis from pure 
modeſty that the Author of this Poem attributes every thing to 
another. TT em ana 
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Pure Source of all Inſtruction, tell, O tell, 

Why haſt thou plac'd thy Palace in a Well! 
When wilt thou riſe from thence ? when ſhall we ſee 
Our learned modern Bards inſpir'd by thee, 
Exempt from Gall, and eke from Flattery, 

In faithful Verſe the great Atchievements write 
Of our brave Paladins in Love and Fight? 
Great Prudence, Arivito, you diſplay'd, 

Citing Archbiſhop Turpin to your Aid * 

His facred Teſtimony al! revere, 


And Infidels themſelves with Rev'rence hear. 


Anxious his future Deſtiny to know, 
Charles march'd tow'rds Orleans to meet the Foe, 
Surrounded by his 'Troop of well-dreſs*'d Peers, 
All bright in Arms, accompliih'd Cavaliers; 
Aſking Dunos? Aſſiſtance and Advice, 
As Monarch's often do, not over nice 
In adverſe Fortune, when a Friend they want ; 
Tho? in Succeſs their Courteſy is ſcaut. 
Charles 
b Archbiſhop Turpin, to whom the life of ¶arlemain, &c. are 
attributsd, was Archbiſhop of Reims about the end of the eighth. 
Century; the book was written by a Monk named Turpin who 
lived in the eleventh ; and from this romance Arioſto has taken ſe 
veral of his fabies. Our fage Author here pretends to have in 
like manner drawn ficm Abbe Trizemus the materials for his 
Poem. | 


This Magazine, which near the City lay, 
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War's dreadful Implements are treaſur'd here, 


CANTO XV. 87 


Charles fancy'd Bonifoux and Agnes tir'd 
Followed behind, and by that Hope inſpir'd | | 
He often ſtopp'd, look'd round, but look'd in vain, ö 
March'd on, then ſtopp'd, and look'd for her again: 
And when Dunois, preſaging his Succeſs, 

Names Orleans, the Monarch names Agnes. 


The fortunate Dunois, whoſe active mind 


To ſerve his Country evermore inchn'd, 


At eve deſcry'd a Fort quite unprotected, 
Which Bedford's Duke, by overſight, neglected. 


The valiant Baſtard ſeiz'd, a noble Prey! 

The roſy God, who over Feaſts preſides, 

And he, whoſe Nod the Tide of Battle guides, 
Within this Fort their mutual Cares combine; 
Mars gives them Cannon, jolly Bacchus Wine. 


„j„)%%%ͥͤ · W ·¹ 11 


PF 


With all the Apparatus of good Cheer. 
A plenteous ſtore of both the Victors bleſs; 
For Boneau and Dunois what rare Succels ? 


All Orleans, at this auſpicious News, 
To Church devoutly went, as Victor's uſe; _ 
A grand 
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A grand Te Deum moſt devoutly ſung, 

Through the long Aiſles of the Cathedral rung. 
Straightway from Church the bidden Gueſts repair, 
Biſhop and Canons, Aldermen, and Mayor, 
Judges, and Generals, and with Glaſs in Hand 
Quaff, till no longer competent to ſtand, 

Full Bumpers to their King and native Land. 

A brilliant Fire Work, whoſe reſplendent I. ight 
Uluminates the ſombre Face of Night; 

The People's Shouts, and the triumphant Sound 
Of roaring Cannon loudly tell around, 

That Charles in arms returns, himſelf an Loſt, 


Soon to regain the Provinces he loſt. 


Theſe ſhouts of joy, the preſage of ſucceſs, 
Were ſilenc'd ſoon by cries of deep diſtreſs. 


Bedford's dread name reſounds *midſt loud alarms. 


«© Ruſh to the Ramparts,” —“ man the breach to 


arms!“ 

The Britons theſe propitious moments ſeize, 
While greazy Citizens their Monarch praiſe, 
Drain the full flagon, and the feaſt prolong, 
And waſte the night in revelry and ſong. 


Beneath 


CANTO XV. 

4 
Beneath a gateway, with inſidious care, 
They place two Engines of deſtructive war; 

Two Sauceſſons, far different from thoſe 


From which Boneau could rich Ragouts compoſe ; 


But Sauceſſons, fill'd with the fatal force 
Of Gunpowder, which like the rapid courſe 
Of lightning, ſpread wild devaſtation round, 


Deſtroy, o'erwhelm, and Earth and Heav'n confound; 


Infernal Engines of mad Homicide 

Hurling the wrath of Hell on ev'ry ſide ; BY 
Whofe Iron Wombs with throes diſcordant bear 
Flames kneaded by the hands of Lucifer: 

"Lit by a hidden Match the fire dilates 

With dire exploſion, and blows up the gates; 


The maſſive Gates, Bars, Bolts and Hinges, all 


Compris'd in one promiſcuous ruin, fall. 
O'er theſe fierce Talbot enters, all on fire, 
With Love and Glory, Rage and wild Deſire; 
On his bright Helm terrific Lightnings play, 
And flaſh around intolerable Day ; E 
Fair Louvet's Cyphers grace the Hero's Creſt, 
In ſhining Characters of Gold expreſs'd ; 

Fair Louvet ſways him ſtill with ſoft controul, 

Fills ev'ry thought, inſpires his mighty ſoul ; 


And 


10 
at 


— 


1 ä * * 
„„ — — — —  — < _-_ — 
v — " — - 


W 
OPENED 4 HR 2 * — . — 2 2 LED N. os Ew — 2 Co * PEW + ESE — I * 3 4 
pro er et en TY OE CORE EET "3 SS . 1 . a 5 2 


rd 
. * ” V 


90 CANTO AV. 
And now he hopes amidſt the din of Arms. 
On bloodſtain'd ruins to poſſeſs her charms. 


This gallant Briton, favour'd Child of War, 


Harangues his choſen 'Iroops with martial care; 
ce 


Come on, my generous Conquerors,“ he cry'd, 


Let's carry Fire and Sword on every Side. 


« Let's rid them of their Money with their Lives, 
& Let's drink the Coward's Wine, and kiſs their 
Wives.” 


Never did Cœſar, when his manly Senſe 
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Broke forth in Traits of ardent Eloquence, 
With more perſuaſive Sounds his Troops inſpire, 
Or better ſecond their heroic Fire. 

Within the Ruins of the City Gate, 

Poton and brave la Hire had rais'd of late 

A temporary Fence, with Ramparts crown'd, 
That with Artillery terrific frown'd, 

To check awhile the fierce Aſſailants' Rage, 
And the firſt Fury of their Blows engage. 


Thither Poton and brave la Hire advance, 
To prop the ſinking Deſtiny of France. 
Behind chem follow cloſe the vulgar Croud, 
Th' infernal Mouths of Cannon roar aloud ; 
While 
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While at each awful interval of Sound, 
Words of dire Import from the T roops reſound. 
For ſcaling Ladders now the Britons call, 
Troops after Troops aſcending mount the Wall. 
With Sword in Hand they on each other crowd, 
Impatient for the Fight, and prodigal of Blood. 
The Gallic Knights in moment of diſtreſs, 
Diſplay'd alike their courage and addreſs. 
They had foreſeen this dire Emergency, 
And each Reſource of Art reſolv'd to try. 
A Wood of pointed Stakes repels the War, 
Cauldrons of boiling Oil and blazing Tar, 
Large Scythes, terrific as the Scythe of Death, 
That mows down Armies at a ſingle Breath, 
Muſkets, that hurl from far the leaden Wound 
On Britiſh Heads, and deal Deſtruction round, 
All that Neceſſity, combin'd with Art, 
And Courage with Misfortune join'd, imparr, 
To which even Fear aſſiſtance ſometimes lends, 
All Means were lavifh'd to obtain their Ends. 
What Crouds of Britons boil'd in liquid Fire, 
Hack'd, cut to Pieces, Heaps on Heaps expire! 
Thus the ripe Corn beneath the Reaper's Hand 
Promiſcuous falls, and covers all the Land. 
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The fierce Aſſault was furiouſly maintain'd, 
Whole Hoſts expir'd, yet till an Hoſt remain'd ; 
Like Hydra's Heads the Britiih Army bleeds, 
Still as they fall, another Race fucceeds. 

But as the dreadful IIydra fail'd to move, 
The dauntleſs Courage of the Son of Jove; 
Vainly the Britiſh Troops by Stcel or Fire, 


In Crouds on Crouds triumphantly expire. 


Fierce Richmond and a choſen Troop advance, 
Richmond the Hope of Orleans and of France. 
Five hundred Youths, the wealthy City's Pride, 
March in his Train, or combat by his Side; 
Staggering they march, with Wine and Rage inſpir'd, 
Full of the God, whoſe Gifts their Ardour fir d. 
Stern Richmond cry'd aloud; “ Your Gates are loſt, \ 
„ Burt I remain — Enough I ſcorn to boaſt - 

86 By Deeds we ſhall approve our Valour moſt.” 

He ſaid, and where the Battle thickeft rag'd, 
Ruſh'd on, where warlike Talbot was engag'd ; 
Who on the Rampart's height maintain'd his ground, 
Infpir'd his Troops, and dealt Deſtruction round. 


Lower, he cry'd, with ſtrong Stentorian Voice; 


Fair Louvet beard him, flatter'd by his Choice. 
_Louvet 


LF 


£6 
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Louvet and Victory, his Troops reply, 
All echo forth her Name, but know not why, 
Thus ever are you taught, inſenſate Train, 


To repeat Sounds, unknowing what they mean ! 


Unhappy Charles within his fort retir'd, 

| Inglorious mourn'd, with ulete!s ardour fir'd; 
Surrounded by another Band of Foes, 

With fierce indignant Rage his Boſom glows. 

„ What, ſhall I fee my much loved Subjects dip,” 
He cry'd, © and not to their Aſſiſtance fly! 
“With Feaſt and Song they celebrated late 

e Their Lord's Return. O cruel, cruel Fate! 


“That thus inoloriowſly detains me here.“ 


a 


Not ſo,” ſaid Joan, „tis Time you ſhould appear; 
March on, my Prince, and ſignalize your Rage, 
Theſe ſtubborn Britons in the Rear engage, 


. 4” 


While Orleans in Front employs their Arms; 


E March on, and ſave the City from Alarms. 


* 


March boldly on, for tho' in numbers few, 
„The worth of thouſands in my King I view!” 
« Alas, I fear you deal in flattery, 

er Im but a Man,” the Monarch made reply, 
Not over highly of myſelf I deem, 

'6 But eome, let; $ "ey to merit your eſteem ; 


—— Britons 
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„ Britons themſelves my Courage ſhall admire.“ 
He ſaid, and urged his Steed with martial Fire. 
The ſacred Oriflamme was borne on high 

Before his Steps, the Pledge of victory. 

Dunois and doughty Joan in Arms appear 

Cloſe by his Side, his Guards bring up the Rear. 
With piercing Shouts terrific they advance, 
Crying, Montjoye, St. Denis, Charles and France. 
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Charles and Dundis, and eke the martial Fair, 

Attack the Britiſh Squadrons i in the rear; 8 
As from thoſe Mountains which the Source contain 5 
Of Nile or Danube ſwell'd with conftant Rain, 
The Eagle, King of Birds, direQs his Flight, 
Superior, darting from his airy Height 

On greedy Falcons, who have ſeiz'd their Prey 

Of „ that "Og th' aerial Way. 
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Twas then that Britiſn Valour higheſt roſe, 
As pureſt Steel upon the Anvil glows, 

By Fire attemper'd, and improved by Blows. 
See, Albion's Youth all emulous of praife, * 
See, heirs of thoſe who tought in Clodion's days; 
More rapid than tempeſtuous Winds their Courſe, 

SG With equal Rage they join and equal Force; 


Then 
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Then firmly fixed immoveable remain, 

As Rocks that brave the Fury of the Main. 
Foot to Foot, hand to hand, and Creſt to Creſt, 
Eye threatens Eye, and breaſt oppoſes breaſt. 
Tremendous Oaths reſound at every Breath, 
And all is Noiſe, Confuſion, Blood, and Death. 


Oh wherefore, wherefore can I not rehearſe 
Theſe glorious Deeds in deep reſounding Verſe? 
To Homer only warlike Themes belong, 

The great, majeſtic, ſacred Sire of Song; 
He, he alone his Readers can delight 


With every Circumſtance of glorious Fight; 5 


Can count each wound, and pleaſe ' midſt ſcenes of woe, 
And add ſublimer force to every blow; 

Can charm our Ears with Hector's rattling Car 
While War and Blood, ſucceed to Blood and War. 


From ſuch diſguſting Objects turn your Eyes, 


Good Reader, raiſe them upwards to the Skies; 


And elevate your Mind to thoſe Abodes, 
Where reigns in Peace the Wiſdom of the Gods; 
And in celeſtial Splendour veil'd, at Eaſe 
The future Deſtiny of Nations weighs. 
A SpeQacle 


A Spectacle like this muſt give the Mind 
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Pleaſures more pure, exalted, and refin'd, 

Than Scenes of Blood that paint the Battle's Rage, 
Unvary'd Scenes, the ſame in every Page: 
Their long Recital fhould diſguſt the Sage. 


END OF THE FIFTEENTH CANTO. 


How Saint Peter appeaſed Saint George and Saint 
Denis, and how he promiſed a Premium to which- 
ever of them ſhould compoſe the beſt Ode.—Death of 
the fair Roſamore. 
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PALACE of Glory, to my ſong diſplay 
_ Thoſe brilliant Forms, with each a triple pair 
Of gorgeous wings to fan celeſtial air, 

And fates of Kings and Kingdoms waft away ! 
Ye, whoſe broad pinions, in contiguous ſhade 
Ober Heav'n's bright ſcenes an awful umbrage 

“ ſpread, 
Deign to divide your formidable ranks ; 

Give me to view the deep myſterious things, 
From Mortals veil'd by your celeſtial wings, 
Pardon my boldneſs, and accept my thanks!” 
Vol. II. [EY „5 This 
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This pray” r Tritemus breath'd ; my dazzled Eve : 


Never preſum'd to pierce the ambient Sky; 


Ill ſuits it me to dare the lofty Theme, 
Or ſpy the ſecrets of the Courts ſupreme. 


The valiant George, and our reluctant Saint, 


By Peter's doom in heav'nly durance pent, 
From the proud Battlements were ſtill allow'd, 


A bird's-eye view of the conflicting crowd. 
Their hands were fetter'd, but their deep cabals, 
Fill'd with intrigues the wide Olympian halls. 


Intrigues at ev'ry Court will find a place, 


However ſanctify'd by heav' nly grace. 

The holy Champion of the Gallic nation, 
And Britain's valiant Guardian, in rotation 
With their long litigated claims repair 

To file Croſs Bills, before Saint Peter's chair. 


| The Por ter Patron of our holy faith, 


Who rules the Roman Vicar here beneath; 


Who with one draught of his capacious Net, 
The wand'rer Fortune caught, and made her Fate; 


A a I neyer met it in Tritemus 5 but moſt probably Thave 


not read — chat great man's Works. 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe acubla Keys, with ever- dating ſway, 

Command the Gates of Darkneſs and of Day ; 

Thus quell'd their rage. My Friends and Com. 
* rades dear, 

When my keen Falchion cropp'd the Lictor's ear, 

Think, what rebukes my haſty Zeal incurr'd *!. 
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Since then for ever I renounce the Sword. 
3 The high deciſion of the liſted field 
g Is not for us, by ſtronger ties withheld. 


C 
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I % But J have thought upon a novel mode 


o 


To end your ſtrife, and ſave celeſtial blood. 


“ Go, Denis, levy round the heav'nly plains, 


& 


Lag 


Thoſe Saints, who boaſt in their celeſtial veins 
The blood of France. 
* Britain's Iſle, 

« Muſter your kindred Choir! in rank and file. 
No more in arms the hallow'd Bands ſhall greet, 
„ But charge with tuneful Hymns and deſcants 1 


You, George, from 


c ſweet, 
And flaming Stanzas, flaming Stanzas meet. 


b Put up thy ſword again into its place, for all they that take the 
ſword, by the ſtword ſball they be ſlain. Herein St. Peter's ingenious 
piety adviſes the Engliſh againſt War. 
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% No tame Oration ſhall prophane our cauſe, 
* No Topic, rang'd by dull profaic Laws; 
& But lofty Lyrics, whoſe exſtatic flight, | 
* Even Heav'nly Ears ſhall own with deep delight. 
No lulling numbers, no Lethzan doſe,— 
«© Far; far away be Houdart's meaſur'd proſe* ! 
No grov'ling language ſuits theſe high abodes, 
But words that burn, the Diction of the Gods! 
My Attributes, my long Pontific Claim, 


av 


(e 


(„ Þ 


The growing glories of my ſacred Name 


„Shall be the Theme! .. the deep reſponſive Lyre 


* Shall undulate your ſtrains with trembling wire; 


The ready Strings ſhall catch the flying Song 
And thro? th? eternal Vaults the glowing theme 
* prolong. | 


= 


a 


Mortals are forc'd to court the band of Time, : 


* 


To ſpin a lazy length of reptile Rhyme ; 


6 


6 


But here where Glory takes her radiant ſtand, 


5 


Q 


With flaming Inſtin& our bold thoughts expand; 


„And inſtant ſeize without a Poet's toil, 


0 


* 


The magic colouring of the heav'nly Style. 


La Motte Houdart, a dry Poet, but author of ſome tolerable 


things, unfortunately wrote ſome Odes in proſe, in 1730 an ad- 


ditional proof this divine poem was compoſed about that time. 
« Now 
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ce Now come, ye rival Bards, your talents try, 


Jo him who deepeſt charms the liſt 'ning Sky, 


„My Fiat ſhall adjudge the Victory!“ 


Thus with a voice that all Olympus ſhook, 
High- thron'd th' infallible Barjonas ſpoke. 


Two words alone the mighty ſenſe ſupplies, 
The language of the Saints is ſo conciſe. 
Forth in a twinkling both the Saints are gone 


To ſummon Bards before St. Peter's throne 
A ſtrange amphibious Crew, half Saints, half Wits, 


Prompt to make Ballads, or ſing Pſalms by fits. 


Gaul's gentle Patron with his friends debated, 


His ſuffragans at his round Table ſeated; 


Saint Fortunatus, little known below 9, 
To whom their birth the Pange Linguas owe; 
Proſper, full charg'd with epithets was there *, 


A ſtubborn Janſeniſt in ſtyle and air 


4 Fortunatus, biſhop of Poitiers, a poet, but not the author of 
Pange Lingua, though it is attributed to him. 


St. Proſperus, author of a dull poem on Grace, 1n the fifteenth 


century, 


Gregory, 
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Gregory, whoſe head Touronea's Mitre bound *, 
Thrice happy plains for Boneau's birth renown'd ; 
Saint Bernard too, unrivall'd in his days , 

For point, and pun, and antithetic praile : 

As truſty counſellors he ſummon'd theſe ; 


Without advice, we ſeldom learn to pleaſe. 


The mighty guardian of the Britiſh Iſle 
Survey'd St. Denis' labours with a ſmile; 
Auſtin, full late receiv'd an heav'nly gueſt *, 
He ſaw and call'd, and thus in haſte addreſt : 


« Auſtin, you kd my buſineſs is the blade; 
45 In ſmall eſteem I hold the . Trade. 


f Gregory of Tours, the firſt who wrote a a hiſtory of France 
ſtuffed with miracles. 


| 8 Fr. Bernard, born in Burgundy in 1091, a monk of Citeaux, 
afterwards abbot of Clervaux. He interfered in all the public 
affairs of his time, and was as active in buſineſs, as Jaborious in 


his cloſet. We do not know that he dealt much in poetry. As 


to the antitheſis for which our author extols him, it is true he was 


fond of that figure. He ſaid of Abelard, Leonem invaſimus, infi- 5 


dimus in Draconem. During her pregnancy his Mother dreamed 
ſhe was delivered of a white dog, and was foretold her ſon ſhould 
be a Monk, and bark againſt the depravity of mankind. 


n St. Aubin or Auguſtin, a monk, conſidered as founder of the 
ſee of Canterbury, or Kenterbery. 3 
„ Let 


Let Pedants dip for glory in the ſtandiſh ! 
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6 Pert Poetaſters for ſmall Wit renown'd : 
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That not in fields alone our Foes we foil, 


And give thy Britain double Wreaths to wear. 
Let her henceforth all other States excel 
As much in writing, as in acting well. 


cc 


Let Virgil fire your ſacred thirſt of praiſe, 
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But this unrivall'd Sabre which I brandiſh, 
Can ſplit a mazard, or can lop a Iimb— _ 
You, if you pleaſe, can furbiſh up an Hymn. 
Support our Glory, claim the Victor's wreath. 
A ſingle Briton in the fields of Death 

Three Gallic Champions can with eaſe o'ercome ; 
Witneſs ye Norman Plains! Guienna's doom! 
Witneſs proud Agincour ; and Crecy's plain 
Where Gallic boaſters felt the galling chain! 
Since our broad Falchion deals a deadly blow, 
Auſtin ariſe, and let all Nations know, 


But in the lofty Bard's ſeverer toil, 
Enter the Liſts, my friend, devoid of fear, 


My rival Saint a rhyming crew has found, 


Againſt them I oppoſe your ſingle name, 
My Champion in the liſts of tuneful Fame. 


Attuue yonr Harp to ſound ſublimeſt lays; 
“ With 
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„ With lofty ſtrains the heav'nly Temples pierce, 
„And match the whole Academy in verſe !”? 


Great Auſtin charg'd with this divine employ, 
Thank' J him in periods of bombaſtic joy; 
Such thanks a Poet to his Patron gives, 
When for his r fed, he crams and lives. 


5 15 


Now i in the Liſts the rival Bunge engage, 
And chaunt alternate with Parnaſhan rage ; 
Flocking around, the fiery Seraphim, 
Fat headed Hierarchs, chubby Cherubim, 
Like Pigeons perching in a triple row, 
Surround th' Apoſtle's chair; but rang'd below 
Angels of leſs preferment take their ſtand, 
Mixt with ayxiliar Saints, a motley band ; 
Or, juſtling for precedence line the ſtairs, 
Reſolv'd to judge the Bards, and feaſt their Ears. 


Auſtin began, and in Pindaric tone, 

Chanted the Wonders in the Field of Zoan +; 
The awful ſcenes that harden'd Pharaoh's heart; 
Great Moſes? deeds ; the Magian's mimic Art; 


+ Egypt ſo called in the Palms. 
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The Waves of Nile, beneficent of yore, 


By Incantation turn'd to fluid gore ; 


The magic Rod, a winding ſnake becomes, 
Again the Wand its wonted form reſumes 


Hades uſurps the golden throne of Day; 


Vermin and flies purſue their double way 
Thro' the wide buzzing Air, and o'er the plain, 
With Murrain, and the peſtilential blain; 


Loud Thunders roar, the deep nocturnal Yell, 
When the firſt-born of Memphis ſunk to Hell; 


Egypt immerſt in agonizing woe; 
The choſen band wich triumph on their brow, 


Now borrowing from their Lords the golden ſpoils' i 
And bearing off, the wages of their toils; „ 
Twice twenty Years of wandering thro' the Wild; 
And twenty thouſand Jews from life exil'd 
All for a molten Calf; as many more * 

Condemn'd for Love to feaſt the fowls with gore'; 


i Ths Jews, we 3 borrowed the gold and ſilver vaſes of the 


Egyptians and fled. 


*The Levites ate one twenty thouſand of their Brethren. 


| Phineas maſſacred twenty-four 1 of his Brethren, be- 
cauſe one of them vent 40 bed toa Medianite. 


, | © he 
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The Hebrew Ravaillac, the Man of blood u, 
Stabbing his Maſter in the name of God: 
And Samuel's holy hands, whoſe rage divine 
The royal Captive on the Altar chine, 
Cauſe Agag, vile unconſcientious King“, 
His foreſkin ſav'd, an interdicted thing; 
Judith obſequious to the nightly call e, 
| Whole peerleſs charms preſerv'd Bethulia's Wall; 
Then Baiza the Aſſaſſin of his Lord“; | 
Then Achab falling by the deſtin'd ſword", 
Becauſe his hand no longer greatly dar'd, 
But Benadad the Syrian Monarch ſpar'd ; 
Athalia's blood, he ſung, by Joad ſpill'd. 

And princely Joas by Joſabad kill'd :; 


m Jod or Eud, aſſaſſinated king Eglon, but with his left hand. 
Samuel cut to pieces king Agag whom Sail had ranſomed. 
* The ſtory of Judith is ſufficiently known, 
„ Baxza, king of Iſrael, aſſaſſinated Nadad or Nabab, and became 
dis ſucceffor. 


4 Achab had received 2 large ranſom from 3 a Syrian 
King, as Saul had done from Agag, and ſuffered death for having 
pardoned him. Benadad, when conquered, ſent deputies to Acbah 
to beg his life: Is be alive?“ ſaid he to thoſe who were deputed, 
« He is my Brother !” 
humanity, partak;s of a ſublime and affecting ſimplicity, drew 
down on Achab the wrath of Heaven, but more eſpecially that of 

the Prophets. [Kings, Book I. Chap. 20 


= Joa aſſaſſinated by Joſabad. | 


This anſwer, which in the language of 


This 


SA re ... 16 


This Litany was cheerleſs, dull and cold, 
Tho' tiſſued thick with miracles of old; 
Videlicet--the Sun diſſolv'd in ſmoke; 
Recoiling Seas; the Moon in fragments broke; 
The Globe in flames, and ſtarting from its poſt, 
Tho? in its race by waken'd Vengeance croſt; 
Rivers of ſtreaming Gore; and gaping Tombs; 
And deadly Shades; and monumental Glooms; 
All, on a ſudden chang'd to purling ſtreams, 
And verdant Meadows bright with golden gleams; 
The Mountains bounding like majeſtic Rams, 
Like friſking Hillocks ſport fantaſtic Lambs. 


Threat'ning proud Babel with vindictive rage, 
Yet there he left his people in the cage: 
What tho? with eaſe he broke the Lion's Jaw, 
And trod on Vipers with imperial paw, 


Then reverend Auſtin ſung the royal Sage, 


What tho” the Baſiliſk his voice obey'd*, 


Tho! at his ſovereign roar old Nilus fled, 
And at his mandate huge Leviathans play” de. 


Here Auſtin his pindaric rapture clos'd, 
A buzzing noice confus'd the heav'nly Hoſt ; 


* Bafiliſk, a well known animal that never exiſted. 


t Another very celebrated animal : ſome W l it the Wan, 
gthers the Crocodile. 


And 
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And dubious murmurs round the Conclave float, 
Murmurs, unmingled with one plauſive note. 


With dovncaſt look the Gallic Saint aroſe, 
O'er his fine face a modeſt crimfon glows; 
Then with a rev'rend mein, and timid Eye, 
The Saint ſalutes the Synod of the Sky; 
While thus oppreſs'd beneath the cloudleſs ray, 
His modeſt Aſpect ſaid, or ſeem'd to ſay, 
Oh! condeſcend to veil your facred fires, 


55 « Encourage him, who trembles and admires !” 
Then with obeiſance low, three times he bent, 
To the Prime Serjeant and the Preſident ; 
And thus, precluſive, with a Maſter's ſkill, 
Thoſe ſoul-ſubduing ſtrains were heard around to 
thrill: 


« Prime Saint, on whom thy Maſter deign'd to 
found ROD Wy 
His holy ſtate from age to age renown'd ; 
Celeſtial Porter, Shepherd of the Jult, 
Before whole footſteps Monarch's kiſs the duſt ; 
Great Father, holy Prieſt, and ſage Divine, 
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Pillar on which all Chriſtian kings recline, 
66 Four 
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Your cauſe and theirs is one, your claims unite, 
Your Delegate o'er Kings extends his right, 
Kingdoms are his to give and take away, 


Where e'er the Nations feel the Crozier's ry | 
Or to the riſing or the ſetting Day. | 


The Gallic Senate now uſurps thy claim, 
2” And baniſh'd Charles beholds his Diadem 
* By thele audacious Rebels ſnatch'd away, 
And alien hands his lineal Sceptre ſway. 
His Father's heritage the Son foregoes, 
O Heavenly Janitor, their rage oppole ; 
And after ten long years of countleſs harms, 
Come, with thy ſacred Keys, and help our arms. 


Thus Denis tun'd his ſoft preluſive ſong; 

Then, where Barjonas tow'r'd above the throng, 

| He ſtole a glance with ſimulated air, 
(Where Hope's ſuffuſion mixt with blank Deſpair) 
To try if in his aſpect he could trace, 
Signs of averſion, or approving grace. 
A clear authentic trait of ſelf-applauſe _ 
Mark'd ſtrong on Cephas' face, aſſur'd his caule ; 
And now the Preſident with kind regard 
Thus ſeem'd to calm the ſpirits of the Bard; 


„Patron 
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* Patron of France, I like thy prelude well, 
* Proceed, and thoſe unſeemly fears diſpel.” 


Diſcreetly thus the humble Saint replies, 
True, Auſtin's voice has charmed the liſt'ning 
{kies, 
Vengeance his theme, of heav'nly Wrath he ſung, 
And vengeful Bolts purſuing mortal wrong. 
e Pl fing of Love, let him deſcant on Arms, 
Vengeance mult yield to Love's luperior charms. 


Saint Denis then with voice aſſur'd and bold, 
Sung the good Shepherd of the faithful Fold; 
Who when his Flocks to other Paſtures roam 
Explores the Wand'rers ſteps, and leads them home. 
The Maſter of the Farm, whoſe liberal pay, 
To thoſe who labour from the dawn of day, 
And thoſe who lag behind *till Ev*ning cloſe, | 
With due reſpect, and equal bounty flows. 

He who his table in the Deſart ſpread 

And with five Barley Loaves ſive thouſand fed; 

The holy Sage more gracious than auſtere, 

Who heard the faithleſs ſpouſe's fervent pray r; 

Fair Magdalen's, and on the feſtal ſeat 

: Allowed the Penitent to waſh his feet. 5 
| % Fair 
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Fair Magdalen, the Type of fair Sorel.” 
(This ſtroke of flattery ſucceeded well.) 
The great Ætherial Chamber with applauſe 
Mark'd his addreſs to aid the Gallic cauſe; 
The ſoft excuſe ſucceeded well above, 
And claim'd indulgence for the faults of Love. 


| So gentle Denis ſung—his tuneful Ode 
Obtain'd the prize by univerſal vote; 

The hardy Briton mourn'd his baffled aim, 
And Auſtin's cheek confeſs'd his honeſt ſhame z 
A general laugh proclaim'd his deep diſgrace, 
A general hiſs ran round the ſacred place. 
Such was the ſerenade Lutetia heard 
When the vile Pedant in her Walls appear'd 
Whoſe funeral face, an index of his mind, 
Told his Hypoeriſy and Vice combin'd; 

But when he dar'd to vex the tuneful train, 
His doom was general hate, and juſt diſdain. 


The mighty Maſter of the Choir beſtow'd, 
Two Agni Dei on the Man of God: 
Saint Denis kiſs'd them.—A decree was ſign'd 
By twelve Elect, when next the battle join'd. 
The 
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The Gallic pow'rs ſhould gain the dubious day, 


And Charles in perſon bear the Palm away, 


The martial Maiden with uplifted eyes, 
Beheld the ſign of Conqueſt in the ſkies ; 


The ballow'd figure of her patient beaſt, 
On a ſlow-lailing Vapour full impreſt. 


Thus, on a cloud oppos'd, the Lord of day, 


His golden Image ſtamps with glitt'ring Ray. 
Soon as that form the watry mirrour ſhew'd | 
The fair Virago thus addreſs'd the crowd; 


is done! behold the Sign of Conqueſt giv'n, 
* Behold my Aſs, a Denizen of Heav'n!“ 


Bedford look'd up and ſaw the dreadful ſign, 


He ſaw his Patron Saint the Prize reſign ; 


No longer now the terror of the Field, 
He felt his force to Fate's dominion yield. 
Viſions of riſing armies claim the fight, 


And ſhadowy Squadrons ſkim before his ſight ; 


Alarm'd the Warrior quits the leaguer'd mound, 


His hurried Legions pals the trench profound. 
Their flight the Citizens with tranſport view, 
Grow valiant at the ſight, and [wift purſue. 


While farther on King Charles ſpreads wild diſmay, 


And hews to Bedford's Camp a bloody way. 
| The 
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The Gauls beſiege the Britons in their turn, 

The conquer'd triumph, and the victors mourn ; 
In front, in rear, the dikes are choak*d with ſlain, 
And arms, and dead, and dying load the plain. 


was here, twas to theſe bloody fields of Fame, 


Brave Arundel, that dauntleſs Briton came, 

Still in the exerciſe of Valour bold; 

Whoſe haughty 7 port, indifferent and cold, 

Whoſe ſcorn of danger midſt the fighting crew, 
A double radiance o'er his courage threw. 
Without a word in ſilent Nonchalance, 

The Knight examin'd how they fought in France 
That one might think he ſought the bloody fray, 
To drive the Demon of Ennui away. 
Dreſs'd like a youthful Squire in ſhining arms, 
Sweet Roſamore diſguis'd her luſcious charms ; 
Gold was her Caſque, and Steel her temper'd Mail, 
Her nodding Creſt, a Parrot's gaudy Tail, 

Which as it {till the varying Breeze obey'd, 
Way'd o'er her Viſor with becoming ſhade, 

For ſince the time when on th' enſanguin'd bed, 
Beneath her murd'rous arm the Robber bled, 

The Field of Combat form'd her chief delight, 
The ſhout of onſet, and the mingling fight. 


Vol. II. e H She 
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She ſeem'd Minerva in celeſtial bloom, 
Indignant ſtarting from th' inglorious loom, 
And on the dawn of ſome diſtinguiſh'd day 
With tranſport kindling at the diſtant fray. 
Or Bradamart ſhe match'd, or Gallia's Maid, 
Immortal Joan, in ſacred Arms array'd. 
The fair, converſing with her faithful Mate, 
Mov'd unconcern'd to meet the ſtern debate; 
Where Britiſh blood the fields of Gallia bath'd, 
From roſy lips deliberate valour breath d. 
When one the darkeſt of the Demon crew, 

A ruthleſs Fiend, to meet theſe lovers drew 
Poton the brave, La Hire 'gainſt Pity ſteel'd, 
And haughty Richmond, terror of the field. 
Poton beheld his philoſophic foe 

Viewing the ſcene with fierce but ſteady brow ; i 
And all indignant, hurl'd his pond'rous Lance, 
Hit the ſtrong Mail, and in a deadly trance 
Pierc'd by the ſpear to earth the Briton roll'd, 


In copious Streams flow'd blood, alas, too cold; 


In mortal agonies he beat the ground, 
The ſhiver'd weapon rankling in the wound. 


Did Roſamore at this deteſted ſcene 
Sink with her Lover on the bloody green? 
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Ur rend the ringlets of her golden hair, | 
Or with loud wailings pierce the ambient Air? 
Did ſhe the hand of Providence arraign, 


Or call down vengeance from th' etherial plain? 
No; when the fierce Poton declin'd his head 


To ſnatch the broken javelin from the dead, 


That naked arm, that arm whoſe matchleſs force 
Sever'd the grey head from the Robber's corſe, 


Now lopp'd with nimble and with nervous blow, 


The guilty right hand from th' exulting Foe. 


It fell. The trembling nerves inſtinctive move, 
To graſp the ſteel the dying Fingers ſtrove; 
Torpid and cold they now forget the art 

To paint in words the feelings of the Heart, 


Now inſtantaneouſly 3 La Hire 
Anxious to aid his vanquiſh'd Friend drew near; 
Whirl'd with unerring aim a fatal dart, 
And pierc'd with mortal wound the Victor's heart; 
Whoſe golden Caſque by ſudden fall unloos'd, 
Now to his view an Ivory Neck diſclos'd. 
Unlook'd for beauties the ſoft ſex reveal'd, 
Looſe fell her length of Hair no more conceal'd; 


From coral Lips eſcap'd her fleeting breath, 
Her — blue Eyes ſunk in the ſleep of death 
H 2 All, 
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All, all confeſs'd to his aſtoniſh'd Sight, 
A lovely Woman form'd for ſoft delight. 
O'erpow'r'd with grief and ſhame the brave La Hire, | 
Heav'd a deep ſigh, and ſhed a ready tear; 
Alas!“ he cry'd, * doth Murder ſtain my blade, 
© The Laws of Knighthood have I thus detray'd! f 
Branded and ſtain'd with endleſs infamy, 

„ By this right arm, ſay, ſhould a Lady die!” 
But Richmond ſcoffing at his poignant grief, 

; Cry'd, „Good La Hire let Reaſon bring relief ; 
A Britiſh Dame is no ſuch loſs, you'll own, 
Nor was ſhe ſtill a Maid like ſpotleſs Joan.” 


While thus the Knight indulg'd his Wit prophane, 
A winged Arrow from the hoſtile Train 
Piercing his fide, his ſavage rage increas'd ; 
With tenfold fury his keen ſword defac'd 

The Britiſh Band, which like the coming Tide 
Hemm'd in their gallant Foe on either ſide. 
| Incens'd the Gallic Squadrons ran to aid, 
Plebeians, Peers, the adverſe band invade; 
Commutual Deaths the duſty Plain imbrue, 
Some faint, retire, and rallying ſome purſue. 
La Hire and Richmond the dire Slaughter led, 
And heap the groaning Plain with Britiſh dead. 


"Twas 
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"Twas then, when gen'ral havoc rag'd around, 
Far other cares the love-ſick Monarch own'd. 
Dunois he call'd, and whiſper'd in his ear, 

„ Thou child of am'rous theft, to Gallia dear, 
“Lell me, in pity tell me where ſhe ſtrays ?”? 

* Who, who?” the Knight demands in wild amaze. 
Know you not where ſhe fled?“ the Lover cry'd, 
And thus continu'd e'er Dunois reply'd ; 

When Bedford's Walls to our triumphant band 
« Saw its reluctant Portals wide expand, 

ec »Twas in that fatal hour I lot my Love!“ 

« We'll find the Fugitive where cer ſhe rove.” 
Redoubted Joan reply'd.—© Heav'n ſhield her charms, 
« Preſerve her faithful to my longing arms,” 
Exclaim'd the King.—Whilit thus he held diſcourſe 
Still he advanc'd, ſtill fought with matchleſs force. 


Soon Night embracing our wide IIemiſphere 
Spread her broad mantle thro the murky Air; 
And terminated with the cloſe of day, | 
The novel ardour Charles would tain diſplay, 3 


As from the bloody field he homewards preſs'd, 


He learn'd when Phebus laſt illum'd the Eaſt, 
How ſome in feminine attire were ſeen 


In gay proceſſion on the diſtant green ; 


Who 
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Who to the boſom of a neighbouring wood 

One, far above her fellows fair, purſu'd; 

Pre- eminent for faſcinating ſmile, 

Fine form, and features ſoft and infantile, 

Skin ſnowy white, and blue voluptuous Eyes, 
Still ſermon'd by a Monk diſcreet and wiſe : 
How truſty Squires, and Knights in burniſh'd arms, 

Protect the wand'ring Dames from rude alarms : 
Til ſoon the errant Troop perceiv'd in view, 

A noble Edifice that no one knew, Fe 

And curious Fyes in dreary wilds explore 

A Pile, ſurpaſſing Palaces of yore, 

More whimſically fram'd, than aught e'er ſeen 

before. 3 


The ſtrange narration fir'd the royal brain, 
Then to Boneau who led the courtly train 
The eager King cry'd out, © It muſt be ſhe, 
Let him who loves his Monarch follow me, 
F With early dawn, by ev'ry Pow'r above, 

e P11 ſtorm the caſtle and redeem my Love. 
* To theſe fond Arms, oh let to-morrow give 
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te Agnes and joy, or let me ceaſe to live! 


Nor 
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Nor long the arms of Sleep our Monarch held 
When Phoſphorus his matin lamp reveal'd ; 
Before Aurora's wheels, the jocund Hours 
With roſes gather'd from celeſtial bow'rs 

Her bright aſcending path profuſely ſtrew'd; 
And cloſe behind the Car of Phœbus glow'd *, ; 
The King, Boneau, Dunois, the doughty Maid, 
By dawn of Day in glitt'ring arms array'd, 

On prancing ſteeds that daſh the morning . 
Their; 1 to the ſplendid Pile purſue. 


u Phoſphorus, the torch bearer of Aurora, who o herſelf preceded 
the Chariot of the Snn. All was animated, all was brilliant in 
the Heathen Mythology. We can not ſufficiently deplore the loſs 
to Poetry of theſe Days of Genius, filled with beautiful fictions, 
ali allegorical How dry and ſterile are we in compariſon ; the 
_ dregs, as we are, of Barbarians. 


The Ancients allotted a Chariot to the Sun. Such things 


were cuſtomary. Zoroaſter traverſed the Air in a Chariot; Zajah 


aſcended to Heaven in a Chariot of Fire. The Horſes of the Sun 
were white. "Their names, according to Ovid, were, Pirvis, 
Eos, Eton, and Phlegon; which ſignify flaming, eaſtern, 
annual, and burning. According to other Antiquarians, they 
were called Erithreus, Aﬀeon, Lampos, and Philogeon, or red, 
luminious, brilliant, and terreſtrial. I think theſe wiſe men have 
miſtaken the names of the different parts of the day, for the 
names of the Horſes. I ſhall demonſtrate that they lie under a 
groſs error in the next Mercury; and ſhall ſoon after publiſh two 
diſſertations i in folio, which I have compoſed on that Ie. 
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While Charles exclaim'd, We ſoon ſhall meet the 
Fair, | 

4 This day the Britons are beneath my care: 

hy Love preſſes now a genial Hour to borrow, 

« *Tis time enough to face our Foe to-morrow.” : 


END OF THE SIXTEENTH CANTO. 


CANTO THE SEVENTEENTH. 


How Charles VII. Agnes, Joan, Dunois, La Tri- 


mouille, Ic. ran mad, and how they recovered 
their ſenſes by the exorciſms of the reverend Father 
Bonifoux, Confeſſor in ordinary to the King. 


War rare Enchanters in this world are found, 
(The ſweet bewitching Sex I leave aſide.) 

Dear April times to folly near ally'd, 

Your Spells are gone, and Summer's youthful Pride; 
Yet growing Years, with growing Cheats abound. 
Imperial Knaves in regal purple bright, 
Inflate our hopes with promiles of air ; 

They plume your wings to mount an Eagle's flight, 
Then hurl you down to fathomleſs deſpair. 

N O ſworthy 
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O worthy Friends, forewarn'd and timely wile, 
Avoid with care theſe wily Necromancers 
And if ye muſt be dup'd, let me adviſe, 
Preter to Kings, Brunettes and Op'ra Dancers. 


Hermaphrodix to vex the Belles of France, 

Saw with delight his magic walls advance; 

The ſpell-built Caſtle which detain'd the Fair, 
Aſſes, and Saints, and Knights renown'd in war; 
With her whoſe chaſtity and matchleſs might, 
Eſcap'd the dangers of Demonian Spite. 
Whoever trod on the ill omen'd ſpot, 

That moment all his former friends forgot ; 

Senſe, recollection, in a moment fled ; 

Not Lethe's ſtreams, the beverage of the dead, 

Nor potent Wine that turns the Tipler's brain, 

Fixes with ſuch rage the Bacchanalian Train. 


Beneath the ſweep of an immenſe Arcade, 
That modern whim, with antique taſte diſplay'd, 
A brilliant Phantom ſeemed around to fleet, 


Heav'n arm'd her glance, the Zephyrs wing'd her 
feet; 

With head aloft, and animated grace 

Lightly ſhe tripp'd, bu with inconſtant pace; 


Her 
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Her tinſel garb the reſtleſs form became, 
For lo, Imagination was her name. | 
Not that bright Goddeſs here her charms Aſplay⸗ F 
Whom Greece and Rome in claſſic times obey'd; 
Who o'er the deathleſs toils of ages paſt, 
With fairy hand empyreal colours caſt ; 
Not ſhe that o'er the deep Homeric ſong, 
Her gems and flow'rs in rich abundance flung; 
Who bade the Mantuan ſing Eliza's doom, 
And Ovid charm the liſt'ning Youth of Rome: 
But ſhe whom Reaſon at her birth abjur'd, 
From common Senſe and all her ſpells ſecur'd; 
Capricious, crazy, whimſical and odd, 
The Dunce's darling, and the guardian God 
Of ſuch who at her ſhrine their off“ rings pay, 
Le Moine, and Scudery, and Deſmartts *. 
Empreſs of Fools, her favours ſhe beſtows, 
In Operas, Romances, Verſe, and Proſe. 
The Bar, the Stage, the Pulpit, each had ſhare, 
Full long, by turns, of her protecting care. 
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Scudari, author of Alaric, an epic poem; Le Moine, a Jeſuit, 
author of the Louiſiad, an epic poem; Deſmarets Saint-Sorlin, 
author of Cloves, an epic poem. Theſe are three tremendous 


Epic Poems! 


* 
U 
H 
* 
1 
1 
x 
N 
f 
4} 
1 
19 
* 
\ 4 
k 
52 
A 
"4 
*; 
1 
* 
7] 
i 
15 
10 
4 
4, 
ie 
* 
x, 
ty 
* 
th, 
15 
11 
60 
i 
c * 
. 
_ 

; 5 
5; 
iv 
— 
50 
* 
f 
i 
7 
vg 
+ 
*4 
1? 
i 
. 
{4 
4 
1 
3 
2 


. 2 or H— 1 T9 1 * 
— — Rr 
nn ISIS Ez IE. 
—ů— — — 12 — £ ” 
„%% —- — 


= x if 
29” — i" tint 
2 2 2 — 
TDI —— 
— Ps _— 2 
—— 


Proud 


Pen ” a 
_ 5 
— 
= X 1X 
- * 22 . 
2 p 22 
* ————— Ld 


„ CANTO XVII. 


Proud Calimatias held the fav'rite's place, 
She preſs'd the prattler in a ſtrict embrace; 
Seraphic Doctor, formerly renown'd, 
Angelic, evangelic, keen, profound; 
Who, on Imagination comments ſtrung, 
From whom, as great firſt cauſe, Confuſion ſprung. 
His was the page of Marie @ la c6que e, 
His was the pride of motlev equiovogue . 
Riddle and jeſt, the ſolace of the Dull, 
And two. fac'd Puns, the wit of ev'ry fool. 
Lies, prejudices, ſneers, malignant train, 
Abſurd miſtakes, and dreams perverſe and vain, & 
The wild creations of a moon {truck brain, J 
Hov'ring on wing await their Leader's call, 
Like Bats and Owls beneath an ivy'd wall. 
Such art was us'd this damned pile to frame, 
That whoſoe'er within its precincts came, 
Long as he reſted in theſe magic bow'rs, 
Prov'd a ſuſpenſion of his mental pow'rs. 


b Epithets Theologians formerly aſſumed. 


The hiſtory of Marie a la coque, a work famous from exceſs 
of folly, was compoſed by Languet, at that time Biſhop of Soiſſons. 
This paſſage indicates that the immortal Poem on which we com- 
ment was written about the year 1730, when Marie a la cogue 
made much noiſe. 


SCArce 
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Scarce had fair Agnes with her martial train 
Enter'd the limits of this ſtrange Domain, 
When goodly Bonifoux, of reverend fame, 
The object of her ſtedfaſt love became; 
She thought him Charles, and thus with am'rous 
glance | 
She cry'd © My Life, my Lord, the Pride of France, 
% Hath Heav'n my Hero to my Arms reſtor'd ? 
Have the fierce Britons fallen beneath thy ſword? 
Say, have you 'ſcap'd without one martial ſcar ? 
cc Ah! lay aſide this envious garb of war.” 
This ſaid, her hands his bulky frame releas'd 
From the long trammels of the monkiſh Veſt ; 
Then with extended arms, and eyes on fire, 
And neck reclin'd that ſpoke intenſe deſire, 
She claim'd a Kiſs :—but judge the Fair's affright 
When for the ſmooth chin of her princely Knight 


Her ſtarting Lips falute a grieſly beard, _ 
Whoſe briſtly length, ill-comb'd and rude appear'd ! 
The Confeſſor in conſternation fled, 
Nor knew the fair to Love by Frenzy led: 
And tender Agnes noting his diſdain, 
All bath'd in tears purſued the monk in vain. 


While 
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While yet they ran within this ſpacious bound, 
Their ears were ſtruck by cries of doleful found ; 
A tender Suppliant, lovely, fair and young, 

On a ferocious Knight imploring hung ; 
Embrac'd his knees, while his determin'd blade 
He rais'd, familiar to the bloody trade. 

Who would have known in this perverted pair, 


Brave La Trimouille and his Italian fair; 


That perfect Lover, who in mortal ſtrife, 

For Dorothea ſtill would riſk his life ? 

He took her for T yrconnel, hardy foe, 

And threaten'd death with one deciſive blow ; 
Tho? not a trace her lovely features ſhow'd 
Like to that Britiſh Knight, that man of blood. 
The tender Fair with alienated Thought, 5 
The object of her conſtant paſſion ſought; 

Nor knew the partner of her faithful breaſt, 
Whom thus, unconſcious, the fond Nymph addreſs'd- 
* Have you that matchleſs Cavalier beheld, 

Who with me hither came by love impell'd? 

O tell me what has ſnatch'd my Lord away, 

My La Trimouille, ah! whither doth he ſtray ?” 


cc 
ce 


6c 


Poitou's brave Knight, while ſhe implor'd in vain, 
But little heeded. the pathetic ſtrain. — 
| = 
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He thought he heard the haughty Britiſh Lord, 
Threat'ning aloud with contumelious word. 

With meaſur'd ſtep the menac*d Knight came on, 

“ This Sword,” he . * ſhall inſtant 5 


** your tone. 
You ſour, diſdainful, melancholy mope, 
Pot-valiant Hero, hie you home and tope. 
Get drunk with calumny and potent beer, 
But vent no more your frothy ſcandal here. 
Is it for you to talk in ſuch a fort ; 
And treat with ſcorn the pride of Gallia's Court ? 
Me the deſcendant of that warlike train, 
Whoſe valour ſent to Pluto's gloomy reign 
Of Britain's hardy Sons a numerous crew, 
More generous, great and valiant all, than you. 
Dare not your timid Falchion ſhew its face ? 
Go, vile diſhonour of the Britiſh race! 
Thou wordy warrior, but in action cold, 
Go, range thy native Foreſts uncontroll'd: 
Timid as Hind, and as Therſites pale, 
In moody Senates fit to ſtorm and rail! 
Draw and defend yourſelf, or mark my word, 
P11 on thy front write Coward with my Sword; 
Or on your broad voſteriors, e' er you fly, 
„Two hundred laſhes, at my will, apply.“ 
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At this Salute the pale aſtoniſh'd Fair, 
With timid accent and diſtracted air, 
The Hero thus beſpoke in wild affright, 
« Me Engliſh! me?” ſhe cry'd, © miſtaken Knight, 
« Why this harſh meaſure? what awakes your wrath! 


« What wrong inſpir'd your threats of blood and 
death? , 
„What luckleſs Star to lawleſs rage betray'd : 
A poor forſaken miſerable maid ? | 
* O gentle Youth a tender ſuppliant hear, 
5 Tell of my Lover, and my woes revere.“ 


In vain ſhe ſtrove the moon-ſtruck man to ſoothe ; 
At her fair neck ſo flexible and ſmooth 
He grappled fierce ; but e'er he ſeiz d his prey 
The Confeſſor came flound'ring in his way; 
Huge Bonifoux whom Agnes held in chaſe, 
Now breathleſs, faint and ſtumbling in his race, 
Croſs'd Poitou's angry Knight in mid career. 
While riſing in his rage the Gallic Peer 
Meaning to ſeize him by his ringlets hoar, 
And finding none, both tumbled on the floor. 
Agnes who eager follow'd at his heels 
Tripp'd up; o'er her fair Dorothea reels: 

. 
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Thus Knight, Prieſt, Ladies, topſy turvy laid, 
A heterogeneous ſpectacle diſplay'd. 


juſt when the Stygian Spell had reach'd its height, 

Charles, at the criſis of the cruel fight, 
With tat Boneau, Dunois of martial kame, 
And virgin Joan, in ſearch of Agnes came. 

O novel miracle! ſuperior Pow'r! 5 

Scarce do they quit their ſteeds in fatal hour, 
Scarce do their feet the magic threſhold gain, 
Till ſudden Frenzy turns each erring brain. 
In Paris thus, with conſequential air, 

Doctors in ermin'd robes, and bonnets ſquare, 
Approach the Old Sorbonne with aſpect grave, 
That ſeat of ſtrife, that theologic cave; 
Where Diſputation and Confuſion rule, 

And baniſh milder Reaſon from their ſchool: 
Where, when in ſolemn file theſe Rev'rends come, 
(Tho? each be deem'd a perfect Sage at home, 
Not prone to quarrel, nor to give offence, 
Nay ſome ſuppos'd to have ſuperior ſenſe 

With Gravity depictur'd on their faces ;) 

Yet all turn Madmen as they take their places. 
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The King, replete with tenderneſs and joy, 
Approach'd with beating heart, and humid eye; 
Then ſoft and amorous, as an ev'ning gale, 
That ſheds Elyſium o'er the fragrant vale, 

He cry'd. O Agnes, tranſport to my ſight, 
Source of all joy, and eſſence of delight, 


How oft have I thy cruel abſence mourn'd, 


Co 


Me Gods! and art thou then at length return'd? 


CL 


O let thoſe tender accents charm mine ear, 


_* Which oft, of thee bereft, I long'd to hear ; 


CY 


And do I hold thee in my longing arms? 
And is it giv'n to prels thy glowing charms ? 
How beauteous is my Love! Yet, ah, that wailt 
ms my enraptur 'd fingers oft embrac'd, 

Tow 18 it ſwell'd beyond its uſual ſize: 
How ev'ry part in pleaſing plumpneſs vies! 
My teeming Agnes bears the fruits of joy, 
And ſoon will bleſs me with a bouncing Boy! 


O let me graft again, ſo great my glee, 


This novel fruit upon the mother tree: 


And as Love dictates, now with traniport wild, 


*. Ruſh on half way to meet the charming Child.” 


Who heard the King his ardent Love expreſs! 


to whom did Charles this ſoft diſcourſe addreſs ? 


Whom 
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Whom did he fetter in his longing arms, 
With am'rous deſcant on her glowing charms ? 
"Twas fat Boneau begrim'd with duſt and ſweat, 
Boneau who waddled on with gouty feet ; | 
And when King Charles this huge Adonis preſt 
With nervous tranſport to his throbbing breaſt, 
He overſet Boneau, and laid along 
His cumbrous bulk acroſs the mingled throng. 
O'erwhelm'd beneath th' enormous weicht they bend. 
Heav'ns, how their howlings the wide Welkin rend! 
The firſt who gain'd ſome glimmering of ſenſe, 
Was Bonifoux in ſpite of paunch immenſe; 
Which lovely Agnes? weight was forc'd to bear, 
While yet beneath groan'd Dorothea fair. 
He riſes from the ground, walks, runs, and flies, 
While good Boneau, quick panting after hies. 
But La Trimouille who ſpy'd the flving pair, 
And thought Boneau now chac'd his plighted Fair, 
Loud as a thick-purſuing Tempeſt cry'd, 
„ KReſtore my Love!” the vocal Walls reply'd. 
« Reſtore my Life!” the Knight exclaim'd, whoſe 
blade 

A rude Salute on Boneau's Shoulders laid, 
The ſtrong Cuiraſs that his broad body bound, 
At ev'ry ſtroke return'd a clanking ſound ; | 

* As 
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As in à Forge beneath alternate blows 

The heavy. metal on the anvil glows. 

Fear lent his wings to aid his tottering flight. 
Wien Joan beheld the Stateſman's ſorry plight, 
And glancing thro' the crowd in armour bright, 
Reach'd La Trimouille, and with repeated blow 
Return'd with int'reſt what he paid Boneau. 
The Flow'r of Chivalry, the great Dunois, 
Now from afar Trimouille in danger ſaw, 

And onwards ruſh'd to ſuccour or defend; 
Twas ſtill his Fate to combat for his Friend. 
This baſe attack the Warrior ill could brook, 


Trimouille he knew, but for a Briton took 
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'The Partner of his cares, the martial Maid, 
And chac'd the dauntleſs Fair with mortal blade: 
On her alone Dunois his fury ſpent, 
While doughty Joan of Arc with dire intent 
Belabour'd La Trimouille with many a blow, 
' Who in his turn {till tickled up Boneau. 


Now good King Charles in this extreme affright, 
In fat Boneau beheld his Souls delight; 
View'd his lov'd Agnes, and ſaw ſlaughter nigh, 
Oh, what a ſight for King or Lover's eye! 

1 3 
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The doughty Warriors that Boneau purſu'd 
Seem'd Raviſhers intent on guilt and blood! 
He would have cop'd an Army in her cauſe, 
Againſt Dunois his angry blade he draws; 

The mighty Baſtard felt his fury glow 

And cleft his Vizor with a downright blow. 
Had he the object of his vengeance known, 

The royal claimant of the Gallic Throne, 

He would have ſunk to Earth with ſhame and grief! | 
For when he hurry'd to his Friend's relief 
Joan's ſabre made his ſhining armour ring; 
And now he ſtruck his Miſtreſs, now his King! 
With deadly haſte he doubled on his foes, 

And dealt around an hurricane of blows. 
Baſtard of Orleans, hold your bloody hand! 

O cruel Amazon, your rage withſtand ! 

With what regret and grief, ye ſoon ſhall know, 


{For know ye muſt) your Monarch was your Foe! 


In this dire Conteſt all with fury glow'd, 
While La Trimouille his ſturdieſt ſtrokes beſtow'd 
On Joan, and bang'd her with encreaſing heat; 

Boneau beheld, but did not imitate. 
His heavy head was leaſt inclin'd to rave: 
_ He naught return d, whate'er he might receive. TE 
With 
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With him fage Bonifoux, who trembling fled, 

The heady current of the battle led ; 

Where loud Bellona rul'd the frantic Hall, 

And all, with eyeleſs rage, encounter'd all. 

They puſh, they fence, they ſkirmiſh and they wound, 

And dye with mutual gore the magic bound. 

Loud ſhrieks and lamentations mount the ſkies, 

And ſtorming threats, and unavailing ſighs ; | 

And Agnes ſcreams, and Dorothea cries, | 

« Alas, the Ruffians cut my vital thread, 

'm loſt, -Pm gone—I'm number'd with the 
« dead !” | 

With contrite looks, the Father of Confeſſion 

Led round and round the horrible Proceſſion. 


High in a Caſement perch'd at laſt he ſpy'd 
The ranc'rous Demon, who their woes enjoy'd. 
Laughing ſo loud he nearly burſt his ſpleen 
At all the torrors of the patling ſcene. 

Soon Bonifoux ſurmis'd this ſcene of fraud 
Was the dark deed of ſome infernal God. 
For ſtill a gleam of reaſon he could boaſt, 

His Tonſure and his Cowl ſo well oppos'd 
The utmoſt malice of the Stygian Train, 

And. like an Helm of proof preſery'd his Brain. 
He 
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He knew Boneau poſſeſs'd a ſlender ſtore, 
(A frugal cuſtom us'd in days of yore, ) 
Of neceſſaries, Pepper, Salt and Spice, 
And he produc'd his Miſſel in a thrice. 
And ſpying near at hand a limpid brook, 
Thither he runs with Salt and holy Book, 
And doubly arm'd with amulet and pray'r, 
For his infernal foe he plans a ſnare. 

He mutters low, Sandam, Catholicam, 
Papam, Romam, Aquam benedictam. 

Then towards the Demon runs with eager pace, 
Bearing the Holy Water in a glaſs, 

And ſprinkles cleverly the magic Son 

Of the bold Incubus, and mother Nun. 


Leſs fatal far the Stygian Torrent roll'd 

To guilty Souls in Pagan Days ot old. 

Straight his tann'd Hide with Sparkles was o'er{pread, 
A tumy vapour fail'd around his head, 

Which to the roof in lazy volumes roſe, 

Round the vaſt Hall the fumigation grows. 


The Combatants without one itarry ſpark, 
l Fought in the fog, or juſtled in the dark. 
The Pale by undulating fumes conceal'd, 
Its grand dimenſions now no more reveal'd ; 


But 


136 CANTO XVII. 


But ſoon the fleeting Darkneſs diſappear'd, 

The Spell was broken as the Vapour clear'd. 

Inſtant che Goddeſs of Deception drew 

Her veil aſide, and Friends each other knew; 

When, from its centre ſhook, each ruling Brain 

Recov er'd ſoon | its Equipoiſe again. | 

Our Heroes in a moment now enjoy'd 

T he little ſenſe a moment had deſtroy'd, 

Folly and Wiſdom on the pineal gland, 

Soon loſe and ſoon regain their giddy ſtand. 

How great the pleaſure was it then to ſee 

Theſe Paladins embrace the Paſtor's knee, 

And for Indulgence ſue with pray'rs and pſalms, 

While he abſolves and cures their mental qualms. 
O brave Trimouille, O Gallla's royal Chief, 
Your Joys were paſt deſcription, paſt belief! 
Nothing was heard but harmony around, 

One tender parley, one ſoft cooing ſound, 

„ My Lite! my Soul! my Angel! and my King! 

„ My faithful Knight! my joy's eternal ſpring!“ 

And is it you? and art thou here?” they cry, 

«© O blifsful Hour! unhop'd- for exſtacy!“ 

Then Kiſs on Kiſs, on Queſtions Queſtions preſs, 

Nor can the Voice the rapturous thought expreſs. 


Sage 
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Sage Bonifoux with kind regard ſurvey'd 
The happy Group, then turn'd aſide and pray'd. 
The great Dunois and Joan his martial Dame 
With modeſty confeſs'd their mutual flame. 
Her Aſs, the fond companion of their toils, 
Their ſtrong Aſſociate thro? continual broils, 
Breath'd a triumphant Pæan loud and new, 
A ſtrain ſo bold no Goat-herd ever blew. 
Earth, Air, and Ocean to the Song replies, 
All Nature trembled at the ſacred noiſe! 
And Joan beheld the work of magic pow'rs 
Fall, with its brazen Gates and hundred ſteel- built 

Towers! 
Thus, on a Lime, as Hiſtories record, 
At the rude muſic of the Jewiſh Horde 
(Sent from the Levites' Horn, a ſummons loud) 
'To Earth proud Jericho's high Ramparts bow'd gl 
Such practices no longer are allow'd. 2 


Some ſay the Palace in ſucceeding Times, 
With gold refulgent tho' diſtain'd with crimes, 
By lucky change an Abbey rich became, 
Purg'd by Religion's ever hallow'd flame. 


4 The Walls of Fericho, you know, fell at the Sound of bag- 
pipes; a very common circumſtance. 


The 
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The gay Saloon an holy Chapel turn'd; 

The Cabinet with pictur'd vice adorn'd, 
Where doz'd the Maſter in his beſtial lair, 
More chaſtely deck'd became a place of pray'r. 
The Dining Hall alone unalter'd itood, 

| Its ancient Rites in modern name renew'd ; 

A ReteQtory now, its valves expand 

To the full Banquet of the facred Band : 
The only alteration that takes place, 

Is, that their feaſt communes with a grace. 
Great Joan, the paragon of martial dames, 
Her thoughts intent on Orleans, Heav'n and Reims, 
Said to Dunois, Now Heav'n to us inclines, 

«© Smiles on our love, and favours our deſigns ; 
Let's hope ihe beſt, of no more wiles afraid, 

« Be ſure the Dev'l has his laſt effort made.” 

Thus ſpoke great Joan, and fate and fortune brav'd, 


Yet ſpeaking thus great Joan was much deceiv'd. 


END OF THE SEVENTEENTH CANTO. 


CANTO 


CANTO THE EIGHTEENTH. 


 Diſgrace of Charles and his ſplendid Troop. 


Is Time's hiſtoric rolls I always found - 7 
The Sage, the Hero, and the Man of worth, 
The ſpotleſs Saint for ſecond birth renown'd, 
Dup'd by their foes the ſordid Sons of Earth; 
Or, in their turn by jealous Frenzy fir'd; 


| 
"A 
#3 


Or heav'nward when their mounting minds aſpir'd 
Seduc'd, and in the Sea of Pleaſure drown'd. 


a This Canto was firſt publiſhed with the tales of Guillaume 
Pads. The author added it to the new edition of La Pucelle 
with ſome alterations. 


Charles 
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Charles of Valois, (the will of Heav'n above,) 
With ills on ills in dire ſucceſſion ſtrove. 
_ Scarce from the cradle and the ſwathe releas'd, 
Proud Burgundy the royal Infant chac'd “. 
His moon-ſtruck Sire reſign'd his lineal right *; 


His Parliament aſſemble in his ſpite, ö 


Reverſe his Title, and his Foes invite ©. 
Britannia's Chief his raviſh'd Lillies wore ; 
While friendleſs and forlorn, diſtreſs'd and poor, 
Oft'times without a Dinner, or a Mals, 
The royal Wand'rer fled from place to place. 
His Mother, Uncle, Miſtreſs, State and Church d, 


In turn betray'd and left him in the lurch; 


3 


His lovely Agnes with a Britiſh groom 


Shared all her tenderneſs; from Stygian gloom 


b The Duke of Burgundy who aſſaſſinated the Duke of Orleans. 
But Charles ue him 1n kind at the _ of Mlomtereau. 


* Charles 5 Sixth. 


© Charles VII. ſummoned to the Mable Table by the dente 
general Deſmarets. 


4 His own mother, Iſabe, Ja de 1 was the moſt forward 
to perſecute him. She accelerated the treaty of Troyes, by which 


Henry the Fifth of England, her ſon-in-law, obtained the « crown 
of France, 


Hermmplnodix 


) 
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Hermaphrodix eſſay' d nor yet in vain, 

His magic ſpells, but turn'd the Monarch's brain. 
Ills ſuch as theſe with philoſophic mind 
Patient he bore, and Heav'n his pardon fign'd. 


And now the gorgeous Cavalcade and gay 
From that ill- omen'd caſtle bent their way, 
Where Belzebub the cauſe of all their woe, 
Derang'd the Knights, fair Agnes, and Boneau. 
Along the gloomy Foreſt they repair, _ 
Which {till the name of Orleans doth bear, 
While Tithon's Spouſe new-deck'd in orient light 
Shed purple radiance thro? the ſhades of night. 
Soon in a line advancing o'er the green 

In Britiſh garb a ſqualid troop was ſeen; 
Short their Habiliments, their ſurcoats grey, 1 885 
Lillies and Pards their quarter'd arms dilplay ©. 
The ſtartled Monarch check'd his flowing rein; 
Dunois and Joan advanc'd before the train; 
Fair Agnes rais'd her hands with rueful cry, 

« O fly,” ſhe ſaid, © my royal Maſter fly!“ 

The Amazon advancing towards the crew, 
Beheld a train of Wretches two and two, 


The arms of England. 


Wy: CANTO XVIII. 


In clanking fetters link'd, with down-caſt look, 

And ſtorming thus the bold Virago ſpoke : 55 

* Shall theſe be Captives to a barb'rous Foe? 

No! ſoon their Guards the Captives ſhall forego: 

44 To free ſuch noble Priſoners be our care, 

“ Come, glorious Baſtard, for the fight prepare ! 

“ Come on, and let the haughty Victors feel, 

« Your Prowels, join'd with Amazonian Steel!“ 

Thus Joan, and ſtraight aſſum'd her fighting face, 

Dunois he frown'd, and ſterner trown'd the Aſs; 

Their triple terrors froze the hoſtile crew, 

They turn'd their backs and bade their charge adieu, 

Scudding like hunted Hares acroſs the Plain; 

' While thus the Virgin hail'd the captive train. 

<« Brave Chevaliers, by Britain's haughty race 

eln fetters doom'd your native ſoil to trace, 

Go, to your King your grateful tribute pay, 

“ Salute that hand which turn'd the dubious day. 

Go, join the royal ſtandard, and return 

& To venge your wrongs, and bid the Victors 
„ mourn.” 

The captive Band with looks demure and fly 

Return their thanks. I ſee my Reader's eye 

Intent their fortunes and their fates to find 

_ Whom thus the Maid addreſt with accent kind. 

Theſe 
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Theſe motley miſcreants from Paris came, 
Of various merits not unknown to Fame; 
Merits which Juſtice eſtimating right, 
Sent them to plow the back of Amplliichrite. 
Their veſture ſpoke their ſtate. The Monarch ſigh'd, 
* Iheſe Objects pain my inmoſt Soul!“ he cry'd. 
«< And is it thus tbeſe Britiſh Wolves preſume 
With their vile names to ſign my People's doom 4 
“ For them to Heay'n aſcends the hallow'd Vow ! 
« For them the Flamens at the Altar bow! 
&« All all is theirs, at their imperial will 
% They man my Gallies, and my Dungeons fill!“ 
Then with a ſigh, the much enduring man 
The Felon thus beſpoke who led the van; 

The fouleit ituftan of the miſcreant train, 
| Sent from the Dungeon's gloom to plow'the main. 
His matted Beard with tormidable grace, 
Gbſcor'd with umbrage deep his nether face; 
Falſe was his tongue, and his deceitful Eye 
_ In each malignant glance convey'd a lie; 
Fiend-like Diſſimulation, dark, profound, 
In his o'erwhelming brows fit lodgment found; 
Heroic Imnudence, and ſcorn of Fate, 
On his capacious Front exulting ſate; 


Foam'd 
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Foam'd his wide mouth; peſtiferous his breath; 
And with eternal rancour gnaſh'd his Teeth. 


Before his Majeſty in lowly plight, 


Low bow'd the Sycophant with air contrite; 


Caſt down his Eyes, his haggard looks compos'd, 
And his rude lineaments with reverence gloz'd. 


Thus by keen Famine pinch'd, the hungry Hound, 


Juſt ſpringing on his prey with furious bound, 
If chance ſhould bring his dreaded Maſter nigh, 


Fawning he friſks with well- diſſembled joy; 
To abject Flatt'ry tunes his ſervile tones, 


And for a cruſt his Liberty diſowns. 


Or thus, a Fiend eſcap'd the Gulf below, 
Conceals his features in a ſaintly ſhew ; 
Foregoes the terrors of his ſcaly train, 


Expels each ſtigma of th internal reign. 


And now an Anchoret, with gentle ſmiles 


Sweet ſiſter Roſe, or Charity beguiles. 


The King of Francs, by arts like theſe deceiv'd, 
The griſly Rufhan pity'd and reliev'd 


And as his gentle Eye the Man ſurvey'd, 


“% Tell me,” he cry'd, poor Wretch, hy. name 
_+ and trade. 


5 Your 
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Four native place, your lineage inſtant tell, 
Why to your lot theſe galling fetters fell?“ 


The ranſom'd Caitiſf, in moſt doleful ſtrain 
Inſtant reply'd, Oh Monarch moſt humane, 

“ My name's Freron, and Nantes my native place*, 
% My Saviour I ador'd with fervent grace; 

<«. Morals I taught, and with inceſſant toll 

My Flock ſecur'd from ev'ry Stygian wile. 

Some time a Monk, I mark'd each paſſing day, 
And only liv'd to lecture, preach, and pray. 

« When at the Muſes call my pen I ply'd, 


vc 


* 


6c 
cc 


£c 


Lambert alone a liberal price ſupply'd; 


*© Maubert reſounds my celebrated name, 


Her Echoes tell my never-dying fame. 
“ Some Infidels, indeed, with ranc'rous ſpite 


« Have term'd me Swindler, Knave, and Hypocrite; 


t According to the chronicles of thoſe times, there was a wretch 
of that name, who ſcribbled detached ſheets near the cemetery of 
St. Innocens, For ſome ſlight of hand tricks he was confined 
ſeveral times in the Chatelet, Bicetre, and Fort L* Eveque. He 
had been for ſome time a monk, but got himſelf expelled the 
convent, He ſucceeded better in the trade he afterwards embraced. 
Many celebrated writers have done him juſtice. He came origt- 

nally from Nantes, and exerciſed at Paris the profeſſion of Satyrical 
Gazetteer, Never was man more deſpiſed or more deteſted, ſays 


Froiſſart's Chronicle. 
Vol. II. K * ſcorn 
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6] ſcorn them all, and on my truth rely, 


* Pure Is my Life, or Conſcience tells a Lie.“ 


The Gallic Prince was touch'd to hear his plea, 
Conſole yourſelf,” he cry'd, © and truſt to me; 
Take courage, Friend, fear naught, but truly ſay, 

Can all who to Marſeilles now bend their way, 

Boaſt genuine worth like yours?” Freron returns, 
By that pure Faith that in my boſom burns 
They're guiltleſs all as I, from firſt to laſt, 

In the ſame common mould we all were caſt. 
That Muſe of Hiſtory, Guyon, is here *, 
Worthy of high reſpect, tho' Critics ſneer ; ; 
Never abſurd, fictitious, nor perplext, 

No calumnies degrade his manly Text.. 
Here is Chaumeix, with ſanctimonious grace“ 
< His haughty heart belies his humble face; 

„ Dear is his Skin, but Truth is dearer far, 
For her his back is plow'd with many a Scar. 


5 Guyon, or Goyon, an author in Charles VII.'s reign. He 
compoſed a Roman Hiſtory, deteſtable in truth, tho? paſſable for 
that time. He alſo wrote L'Oracle des Philoſopher, a ridiculous 


compilation of calumnies, of which, according to Monſlrelet, he 
repented in his latter days. 


b 0 libeller of that age. 


CANTO XVII. 147 


q 


«a 


In Text or Gloſs no Rabbin could confute 
Father Gauchat, unmatch'd in keen diſpute i, 
« And ſee, without a Brief that Lawyer there, 
“ He quits the Courts, and Heav'n is all his care; 
ce There Sabatier, a Hive of honey'd ſweets *, 
& Such Virtue with ſuch Genius ſeldom meets! 
„His living Maſter he betray'd, 'tis true, 
But without Malice, give the Dev'l his due; 
« His Conſcience on that point 1s clear as day, 
His Poverty, but not his Will, gave way. 
His Lord he fold, indeed, for flender pelf, 
Then to the higheſt Bidder ſold himſelf, 

<« Libels he vended, I Lampoons—what then? 
All Trades muſt live, and we employ che pen. 
4 Sjre, pub our talents to the teſt and try. 

«© Our Literary Fame aſcends the Sky! 

e This ſwells the rumour of the rival crew, 


« For this their clamours ſtill our names purſue. 


i Another libeller. 


k Sabatter, a native of Caſtres, author of two different Dic- 


tionaries, where he argues on both ſides of the queſtion, an un- 
daunted libeller, and all for gold. He betrayed his Maſter, 
Monſ. le Comte de L—c, and was turned off in rather a rough 
manner, which he relented long. 
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“Such is the tax tranſcendant Merit pays, 
Like you we ſhare their Calumny and Praiſe. 
de Virtue itſelf is not exempt from Foes ; 

" =y King the truth of this aſſertion knows! 


E 


While thus Freron with ſupplicating tone, 


Harangued the wand' ring Heir of Gallia's Throne, 
Iwo diſmal figures he perceiv'd behind, 


Who with mute woe their penfive heads inclin'd. 
Each ſqualid Face their ſpreading palms conceal'd, 
Their worth the weekly Gazetteer reveal'd !. 


6 A nobler Pair not Chriſtendom contains 
Than theſe, tho' doom'd to plow the lend plains. 
Fantin is one, at Court a Preacher known *, 

* Proud to the Poor, but cringing to the Throne. 


* 


0 


* 


„Alike among the living and the dead 
His Piety was known, his Virtues ſpread. 


Freron publiſhed a weekly paper, in which he now and then 
inſerted ſome flight calumnies, lies, and falſe accuſations ; for 
which he was at laſt overtaken by juſtice, as I related above. 


" This Canto is almoſt a prophecy. We have ſeen one Fantin, 
Curate at Verſailles, who was diſcovered ſtealing a rouleau of fifty 
guineas from a fick penitent whom he confeſſed. He was dil- 


_ miſſed, but Was not t hung. 


His 
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His Life examples to the Living taught, 

* And from the languid couch of Death, he caught 
{© The golden means his virtues to diſplay, 

Their gold he ſeiz'd, but gave it all away. 

e That other is Grizel, the female's guide“, 


8 


c 


Q 


Who well the fair-ones Charity apply'd ; 
& A modeſt Man, who ne'er was known to boaſt 
The favours of a gay Pariſian Toaſt ! 

His God was all. His pure and heav'nly Soul 
No ſecret Spell of Mammon could control; 

'Tis true he labour'd with peculiar care, 

That no unhallow'd palm the Gift ſhould ſhare.” 
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„ Beaumelle the hindmoſt of the train is he * 


ea g 


„Whole kindly care endears him moſt to me. 


« Beſt 


n Another prophecy. All Paris has ſeen Abbe Grizel, a famous 
and faſhionable Confeffor, diſfipating in all forts of low debauchery 
the ſums he extorted from his pious female penitents for the relief 
of the poor. There is reaſon to believe ſome perſon well acquainted 
with our manners and cuſtoms inſerted this paſſage in the new 
edition of Tritemus his divine poem. He ſhould not have omitted 
to mention Abbe La Coſte condenined to be burned in the Hand 
and to the Gallies for life, for forgery A. D. 1759. This Abbe 
La Cofle aſſiſted Freron in his Annee Litteraire. 


| Ja Beaumelle, born at a village near Caſtres, ſirſt a preacher, 
then a tutor in M. de Bo Y's family, afterwards fettled at Copen- 


hagen. 


TH CANTO XVII 


* Beſt of ſix Beggars who their ſuffrage ſold, 
e Is he tho' loweſt in the liſts enroll'd. 

« Tho? in a fit of abſence, while he por'd 
“ On thoſe high myſteries by Saints ador'd, 


hagen. Baniſhed from thence, he went to Gotha; where a lady 
was plundered of her toilet apparatus, and laces, and he made off 
with the nefarious Waiting-maid ; an anecdote well known in the 
court of Gotha. He was twice in the dungeons of Paris, at length 
turned out, and till found protectors. He was author of a 
wretched little production, entitled Mes penſees, in which he 
abuſed all placemen in the moſt ſcurrilous manner. It was he 
printed Madame do Maintenon's Letters, with i injurious alterations, 
and infamous calumniating notes. He publiſhed the Age of Louis 
XIV. in four ſma'l volumes at Frankfort, and not only changed 
the Text, but loaded the work with obſervations of his own, not 
more diſguſting from exceſſive ignorance, than worthy of puniſh- 
ment from the atrocious calumpies with which he aſperſed the 
Royal Family, and ſome o the moſt illuſtrious Houſes of France. 


All che above 3 perſonages have written volumes of 
abuſe againſt him who now deigns to make their names known. 
There are ſome who take pleaſure in ſeeing men who have obtained 
celebrity inſulted and calumniated by ſuch ſcribblers. They ſay, 
“ Don't mind them, let the wretches cry on, that we may have 
«rhe: pleaſure of ſeeing theſe Beggars pelt you.” This is not our 
opinion, for we think Beggars ſhould be puniſned, when roguiſh 
or inſolent, but ſtill more ſo when teizing. Theſe genuine anec- 
dotes are already pretty well known, and ſhould be poſted in the 
corner of every ſtreet, like ſentences pronounced on malefactors. 
Oportet cogneſei malos. 5 


7: 
cc 
ce 
ce 
ce 
cc 
cc 
ce 
ce 
ce 
66 
c 


ce 


Ce 


(0 
66 
ce 
00 
0 


0 


His Eloquence in muddy periods flows ; $ 


In you [ ſee the Hero I admire; 
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As his rapt Spirit ſoar'd to heights unknown, 
He took his neighbour's Pocket for his own. 
His Genius with his Readers tallies right, 
He for the Vulgar toils from morn till night, 
But pains their Optics by no gleam of Light. 
Truth is a dangerous lamp whole ſteady ray 
Directs the Wiſe, but Dunces leads aſtray. 
In his Dark Lanthorn with peculiar care 
From the baſe crowd he hid her dazzling Glare; 
A ſage precaution guided him from Youth, 
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And kept his tongue from ever telling truth. 
But I muſt truth declare, illuſtrious Sire, 
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By me, the Glories of your royal Name 

Shall be conſign'd to ever-during Fame. 

But oh! protect theſe Pupils of the Muſe, 
Whom Slander with contagious breath purſues : 
O mighty Monarch fave the humble train 

Of guiltleſs Captives from the Tyrant's chain; 
Revenge our cruel wrongs, and give us pay, 


Your Name ſhall live in Freron's lofty lay.” 
Then tor the Salique Law, and ' gainſt its toes, 


Boalling 
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Boaſting that none like him a Pen could wield, 
Or drive the Britons or from School or Field. 
The Bard's profundity the King admires, 

A fav'ring ſmile the Culprit's hope inſpires. 

By humble pray'rs and ſoft compaſſion won 

He gives the gracious Nod and grants the Boon. 


The lovely Agnes ſaw the touching ſcene, 

And ſoft compaſſion mantled o'er her mien. 

Her Heart was good, —and She whoſe Pulſes move, 

Warm and reſponſive to the voice of Love, 

Will ſooner far to Pity's call incline, 

Than the ſtiff Prude or bolder Heroine. 

My Lord,“ ſhe cry'd, “ let this reſplendent day, 
„ Shine on thoſe Priſoners with auſpicious ray; | 

In happy Hour do they behold thy face, © 

“ Your Smile beams favour, and your looks are 

grace. e 

How dare theſe Pedants of the Law preſume 

© In any name but thine thy Friend to doom ? 

« My Lover's is the only royal name 

* Who dares his dread Prerogative to claim? 

“ know them well, thoſe Heroes of the Deſk, 

© Thoſe ſeeming Friends, thoſe Traitors 1 in a Maſk, 


6 Tongue- 
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« Tongue-valiant, ah Cits, that humbly 
“ feign : 


a 


£ 


Mock Loyalty to keep you in a rein. 

Your Revenues with greedy palm they ſhare, 
Firſt rob, and then arraign you to the Bar. 

Nor bluſh to vote away your royal crown 
When you their tinſel Privilege diſown. 

The captive Train with rancour they purſue 
Whoſe only crime is loyalty to you. 
Protect them, Sire, they boaſt a common cauſe, 
Like you proſcrib'd by Henry's bloody Laws.“ 


cc 
cc 
cc 


* 


- * 2 5 . . * Fx : ” 
a Ro” — - 
ps — Tn meter eng - nn nn een 
[ ; . — — — — — —_ - * — = . o -- —ͤ—ä—ʒͤ—ä—— ñ — 
, 2 — 2 — <. 22 — 5 ˙ 
rc Err en —— — Y . * — a 
0 BCT — —— — = = 2 . — — — 8 1 . 
<> , nc — . 

— —  — —— — 


LU 


« 


* 
— — ESL 


> 


6 


8 


2 


: * 
i 
. 1 
te) 0 
7 
9 
ol 
| 


A Tear now gliſten'd in the Monarch's eye, 
For ſtill his Heart inclin'd to clemency. 

But doughty Joan, to mercy yet untrain'd, 
The ſtrict neceſſity of Hemp maintain'd. 
Freron, ſhe ſaid, and all his friends a- row 


Were only fit to grace a Pear- tree . 


The great Dunois, than theſe more dans Killed 
In martial Lore, another language held. 
c Soldiers we want,” he cry'd, © for rude alarms, 
“And ſtand in need of Shoulders, Legs, and Arms, 
And here they are; our buſineſs is to fight, == 
We want nor ſtudious Brains, nor Poets' flight. 
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e Enrol them, Sire, amidſt your martial Bands, 
*© Inſtead of Oars, put Muſkets in their hands. 

* This Paper-blotting Work is all a farce, 

* They'll ſerve us better in the fields of Mars.” 
The Gallic Monarch reliſh'd his advice, 

The ranſom'd Crew unpinion'd in a trice, 

Each on his pliant marrow-bones was ſeen 


os Bedewing with their tears the duſty green. 


And now to a convenient Lodge they led 

Theſe brave Recruits to be array'd and fed ; 
Where Charles and all his troop from cares releaſt 
Banquet at eaſe, and in the evening reſt ; 


Their new. rais'd Soldiers ſhare the fragments of ( 
the caſt. | 


Gaily they 5 Night came, by all deſir'd, 
Charles and his Agnes to their couch retir'd. 
But Morn diſclos'd a ſcene of new ſurpriſe, 
The ſtartled Barons ſcarce believ'd their eyes, 
Their Veſts were gone, their Surcoats none could find, 
Nay, ev'n their Galligaſkins were purloin'd, _ 
Her Ruffles Agnes wept with plaintive moan, 
Her Necklace ſtrung with pureſt Pearl was gone, 
The Portrait of her Lover too was fled. 
Boneau with pale ſurpriſe forſook his bed, 
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To him th' Exchequer was conſign'd in charge, 
One Purſe contain'd it, neither long nor large. 
But Gold will fly, the royal Poet ſings, | 
And this before the dawn had found its wings. 
Each thing of value a like fortune ſhar'd 
Apparel, Plate, and Linen diſappear'd. 

The Gazetteer of Nantes led on the band 
Of ſcribblers, vers'd in ev'ry flight of hand, 
And ere dun Night had rode the lateſt ſtage, 
Robb'd the good Monarch of his equipage. 

No luxuries your true Campaigners need, 

So Plato ſays, and ſo the Thieves decreed ; 
Thro' many a winding path they ſought their Ways 
Then halted at an Inn to part their prey. 

-But ere they go to reſt, a gifted Sage 
Unfolds the leflons of the moral page; 

A Chriſtian treatiſe by a ready pen, 

On all the tranſient joys of mortal men! 

It prov'd, that Men deriv'd from equal blood, 
Like Brothers ſhould partake the common good: 
Or when the ſtores of Heav'n their plagues diſtill, 

Alike participate the Cup of ill. 

This ſacred Volume, with a gloſs annext, 

A comment worthy of the holy Text, 

Has 
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Has found its way in modern times to light, 
To help the mind in each ſublimer flight; 
To wake the Soul with tender ſtrokes of art, 
To fire the Genius, and 7o mend the Heart. 


Our clement Monarch's Houſehold thus amaz'd, 
To grief abandon'd on each other gaz'd. 
Thro' Foreſts and thro? fields they ſought in, vain, 
No trace was found of that perfidious train. 
Thus Phineus and the wand'ring Prince of Troy“, 
Gaz'd on the wond'rous theft with haggard eye, 
When rav'nous Harpies, on expanded wings 
Stoop'd down at noon, and robb'd theſe feaſting 
Kings. . 


? The Harpies, Celeno, Ocypites, and Aello, daughters of 
Neptune and the Earth, devoured all the viands that were ſerved 
up to Phineus King of Thrace and infeſted his palace. Zetes and 
Calais, ſons of Boreas, drove the Harpies to the Strophian lands 
near Greece. They treated Entas as they had done Phineus, but 
Virgil makes them propheteiſes. Droll animals for inſpiration. 


Virgini volucrum vullus, fediſſima ventris 
Proluvies, uncæque manus, et pallida ſemper 


Ora fame. 
They complained that Eneas made war on them for ſome ſcraps 
of beef, and foretold, that as a puniſhment he ſhould be one day 


obliged to eat his Plates in Italy. The lovers of the ancients 
conſider this as a very beautiful fiction. 


Agnes 
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Agnes and Dorothea ſoon diſcover, : 

No garb was left their naked charms to cover. 

Vet would they laugh when fat Boneau expreſt 

His clamorous grief ſtill louder than the reſt. 

Never, no never ſince our firſt campaign, 

% Did ſuch a foul miſchance our glory ſtain. 

“ Pm loſt, Pm ſold, theſe Thieves have ſtripp'd me 

e bare, 2 

« O Sire, is this your kind paternal care? 

<« See what return your great Indulgence meets, 

And what we gain by tampering with Wits!“ 
Soft Agnes, Agnes ſtill benignly ſweet, 

Still charitable, gentle and diſcreet, 

At length reply'd, © My dear and fat Boneau, 

% Let not, I pray thee, one unlucky blow 

* Inſpire diſguſt againſt the Muſe's train. 

No ſingle crime can ſpread a general ſtain. 
Amongſt our hving Authors have we found, 

Some names for genius and for worth renown'd. 
Who love their King without a ſelfiſh thought, 
And ev'n in ſecret do the thing they ought. 
Whoſe heav'nly Muſe in numbers and in proſe, 
Still with the love of genume Virtue glows. 


„ The 
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< The public Good their Vigils ſtill employs, 
In Pleaſure's garb their precepts they diſguile. 


* 


Alike they touch the heart, and charm the ear, 
« A Heav'n to practiſe, and a Heav'n to hear. 

And if ſome Waſps the virtuous band diſgrace, 
We've ſtore of Bees, and bleſs th' induſtrious race.” 


Boneau reply'd, © Ah! what alas to me 
This vain diſcourſe of Waſp or buſy Bee? 
What poor relief when thus by fortune croſs'd ! 


We want our dinner, and my Purſe is loſt. # 


All to conſole him like true Herocs try, 

And make a Virtue of Neceſſity. 

At length the woeful Knights that Caſtle gain 

Oft an aſylum to the haraſs'd train, 

Well ſtor'd with arms, and wherewithal to dine. 

With cellars teeming with Burgundian Wine. 

Our Cavaliers equip'd themſelves in haſte, 

1 hey and their Ladies were but lightly dreſt; 
But ill appointed after mighty pother, 

Naked one foot, and ſcarce half ſhod the other. 


END OF THE EIGHTEENTH CANTO. 


CANTO 


Death of the brave and tender La Trimouille and the 
charming Dorothea. How fierce Tyrconnel became 
a Monk. 


SISTER of Death! inexorable War! 
Who from Aledo claim'ſt thy hated birth, 
Who driv'ſt o'er heaps of ſlain thy whirling Car, 


Whoſe direful rage depopulates the Earth: 
Sole law of thoſe ve falſely Heroes name, 
What torrents of ſalt tears to thee we owe ? 
Thro' ſeas of blood thy Vot'ries wade to Fame, 
And plunge Mankind in agonizing woe! — | 
Yet thy deep Horrors wear a deeper ſhade 
When cruel Cupid guides the fatal blade: 
„ And 


„% Sins e 


And when by blind impetuous Error led, 
The Lover's inadvertent hand ſhall ſhed 
That precious Blood, the favour'd Youth had thought, 
With Life and Liberty full cheaply bought ! 
And when his Poinard, by wild fury mov'd, 
Shall pierce the Boſom of the Maid belov'd; 
Wound that luxuriant ſeat of choiceſt bliſs 

So often mark'd by Love's impreſſive Kiſs : | 
And when thoſe Eyes that ſhot Love's ſofteſt ray, 
Shall cloſe for ever to the rays of Day. 
Such ſcenes, if well portray'd, muſt ſure impart 
More anguiſh to the ſympathizing Heart, FT 
Than where whole Squadrons yield their lateſt breath, 
Brib'd by ſome Monarch to encounter Death! 


Charles and his royal Troop now ceas'd to mourn, 
And felt ſuſpended Reaſon's glad return; 
That Reaſon, gift ſo priz'd, and ſo abus' d, 
To ſeek freſh Combats was again miſus'd. 
Tow'rds Orleans they bent their eager way, 
And paſs'd where moated round, a Caſtle lay; 
A ſafe Aſylum againſt ſudden ſtorms, 
A well-ſtor'd Magazine of hoſtile arms, 
Where Spears and Jav'lins ſhone in poliſh'd rows, 
And Cannon caſt in Hell, more dire than thoſe. 


Even 
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Even now its high embattl'd Tow'rs appear, 
Urg'd on by Hope the royal Troop' drew near 2. + 
But La Trimouille, the honor of Poitou, 

Of Cavaliers, and tender Lovers too, 

In gentle converſe with his Lady gay 

Loiter'd behind in amorous delay, 

Till, "DEEUPY by love, they miſs'd their way. 


Within a Valley, where a Uiagid ſtream 
With ſofteſt murmur ſooths the Shepherd's dream, 


Where Philomela tunes her voice to love, 


— — a 
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Beneath the ſhadow of a Cyprels grove, 

Whoſe finely taper'd, ever verdant forms, 

Had brav'd an hundred Winters? driving ſtorms; 
There is a Cave, where tir'd with Sylvan ſport 
Dryads and Naiads for cool ſhade reſort: 

The Streamlet there by ſecret conduits led, 
Falls low, and foams along its pebbly bed; 

The Woodbine mixes there its gayeſt hue 

With the pale Jaſmine; and the Violet blue 

And yellow Jonquil, grace th' enamell'd ground, 
And Nature ſpreads her richeſt carpet round. 
Fach Flow' r with ſoft incitement ſeems to move 


The Shepherd ſwains, to preſs the couch of Love. 
YoL th 3 n 
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Their tender meaning they full well impart, 

And their fond counſel fills the Hero's heart; 

_ Zephyr's ſoft breath excites his ardent flame, 
Youth too—but moſt his beauteous bluſhing Dame ; 

The Place, the Time, deliciouſly conſpire, 

And ev'ry Pulſe beats quicker with deſire. 


From their gay Steeds the lovely Pair deſcend, 


And ſide by ſide on the preſs'd herbage bend; 
And now pluck ſweeteſt flow'rs in wanton play, 

And now ſnatch kiſſes, ſweeter far than they. 

Kind Venus ſeated by the God of War, 

Views their fond dalliance from her golden Car ; 
While from the deep receſſes of the groves 


The Nymphs applaud—the Sparrows and the Doves _ ; 


Fir'd at the fight the Paphian Queen adore, 
And thoſe love better, who lov'd well before! 


In the deep ſilence of this ſolemn Wood 

A mould*ring Chapel, Death's cold Manſion, ſtood ; 
Where, as the late ſpent Day in evening clos'd, 
The mortal ſpoils of Chandos were depos'd. 

'I'wo Prieſts, officiating in ſolemn ſong, 

Chaunted a De Profundis loud and long. 
Tyrconnel too was there, altho? his plan 

Was not devotion—but he lov'd the man. 


Brothers 
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Brothers in arms, in joy, in revelry, 
A liking grew from ſimilarity. 
Ne'er did their breaſts Love's ſoft emotions know, 
Nor Pity's tribute from their eyes o'erflow. 
Let a rude Friendſhip for his comrade brave, 
Out-liv'd the gloomy horrors of the grave; 
And with a juſt diſdain Tyrconnel mov'd, 
Who vow'd t avenge the memory he lov'd. 
The Knight diſtinguiſh'd thro? the half-dim'd glaſs, 
Two ſportive Steeds that cropp'd the ſpringing graſs: 
Tow'rds them he ran—the wanton Courſers fled 
And neighing to the lonely Valley led, 
Where in ſequeſter'd ſhade our Lovers gay 
Abandon'd to their ſecret tranſports lay; 

And preſs'd the violet-embroider'd green, 
Full of themſelves, and as they thought, unſeen. 
III brook'd Tyrconnel's harſh unſocial mood 
The contemplation of another's good ; 
Gnaſhing his teeth, and running on apace, 
© Ceaſe, (heexclaim'd) unhallow'd miſcreants ceaſe, 
c Tnſult not thus the Manes of the dead! 
e Is it becauſe a ſingle Briton bled, 
4 Of a licentious Court the abje& Scum 


K 


„ Muſt act vile Orgies o'er a Hero's tomb? 
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«© One Briton ſlaughter'd, ſuch a rare event, 
« Ye thus inſult the ſilent Monument? 


5M 


LA 


Confeſs, if thou art he, diſcourteous Knight, 
Fit for ſoſt Courts, unfit for ruder fight, 
Who, by ſome ſkilful feint, or cunning flight, 
“ Deceiv'd the valour of a puiſſant toe, 

And laid by ſtratagem John Chandos low? 


What! do you ſtill in ſilence eye your Dame, 


oy 


* 


a 


** 


TY 


Tongue. tied, confounded by your ſenſe of Shame?“ 


Brave La Trimouille in words like theſe reply'd, 
* Such Glory was to this right hand deny'd! 
„But Heav'n diſpenſing Wreaths of Victory, 
In future conteſt yet may ſmile on me. 
] fought great Chandos, and with honor too 
An Arm more fortunate that Hero flew. — 
© Yet ſoon, perhaps, triumphant in my turn, 
«© Some Britiſh Chieftain ſhall my proweſs mourn !”? 


As freſn'ning Gales, o'er the ſcarce ruled Main, 
With whiſtling murmurings at firſt complain; 
Then riſe and ſtorm, and fea and {ky confound, 
Till Horror and Deſtruction reign around; 

So with fierce menaces and inſults dire 
Theſe Heroes animate their wrathful ire. 
5 Both 
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| Both were without or Helmet or Cuiraſs : 
For La Trimouille upon the tender graſs 

Had thrown his armour, near his Milaneſe, 
Lance, Morton, and Cuiraſs, tor greater eaſe. 
For when we'd o'er the gentle Fair prevail, 
Say, can a mighty Sabre aught avail ? 
Tyrconnel ever in full armour went; 

But on the ſervice of the Dead intent, 

Had left his golden Caſque and fierce attire 
Within the Chapel with his truſty Squire ; 
And a broad Baldrick was alone diſplay'd 
Acrols his breaſt, and bore his glitt'ring blade. 
He drew it forth..—The Hero of Poitou 


Inflam'd with inſtantaneous paſſion flew 


> 
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Jo ſeize his arms, and with right active bound 
Snatch'd up his idle weapon from the ground, 

And thus aloud the Iſlander defy'd: 

« Wait, cruel Monſter, wait!” the Frenchman cry'd, 
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„Quick Vengeance ſhall that Hypocrite purſue 
„Who thus diſturbs a Lover's Rendezvous“ 
Thus ſaying, at his formidable foe 

The Britiſh Chief, he aim'd a deſp'rate blow. 
So Menelaus and ſs Hector met, 


The Dardan walls with Grecian foes beſet ; 
And 
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And with loud menaces ordk's the fight, 
In guilty and afflicted Helen's fight *. 


The Cave, the Groves, the Air, the vaulted Skies, 
Re-eccho'd with fair Dorothea's cries. 
Ne'er did her Soul with warmer tranſports prove 
The perturbation incident to love. 

„„ What!” ſhe exclaim'd, „thus ſhall my Lover die, 
ce Snatch'd from the boſom of felicity ? ? 
* Love's pureſt ecſtafies thoſe ſcenes endear ; 

% All- puiſſant Pow'rs! Oh! mult I loſe him here? 
* Shall a rude Briton thus my hopes deſtroy, 
And rob me of my love, my life, my joy? 

% Barbarian! ceaſe, that cruel blow arreſt, 


* Spare La Trimouille, or pierce this doating breaſt!” 


(e 


Saying theſe words, precipitant ſhe flies, 
With arms extended, and diſtracted eyes, 


2 You know, my dear Reader, that when Hector and Menelaus 
fought, Helen looked tranquilly on.— Dorothea was much more 
virtuous than her, and indeed our nation is much more virtuous 
than the ancient Greeks, — Our Women are gallant, but on the 
whole, they ſurpaſs in tenderneſs, as I haye proved in my Chriſtian _ 
Philoſopher, Vol. xii. Page 169. 


And 
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And ruſh'd amidſt the horrors of the fray, 

Juſt as her Lover's breaſt unguarded lay ; 

And that fond Boſom was expos'd to feel, 

The ruthleſs Briton's weakly parry'd iteel. 

This wound exaſperates the Gallic Knight, 

Who blind with rage, ruſh'd madly to the fight, 
When Dorothea ſought to part each toe, 

O! God of Love, avert the deadly blow ! 

O! ſay, what Lover ſhall hereafter hear, 

And not bedew the page with many a tear, 
How the moſt faithful and moſt favour'd Youth, 
_ Crown'd with the choiceſt fruits of Love and Truth, 
Struck her he worſhip'd with his erring blade ! 


— on bugs beet 


Too well the reeking ſteel his arm obey'd! 


It pierc'd her heart, true Love's deſpotic Throne, 
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Conſcious of Tranſports but for him alone! 
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Fair Dorothea fell—her dying breath 

Nam'd La Trimouille—and now remorſeleſs Death 
Already wrapp'd her in Lethean ſhade! 

Th expiring fair, one laſt faint effort made 


To ope thoſe eyes that in eternal night 
Already clos'd ; and to her ſoul's delight 
Out. ſtretch'd her lilly hand, and his lov'd breaſt 
Thus ev'n in Death with deathleſs ardour preſs'd! | 
Her 
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Her parting Soul exhales in ſofteſt ſighs, | 

% love... love! . . . tis all.—She ſinks, ſhe dies. 

Vain theſe fond ſounds! Her La Trimouille ſo brave 

Heard not.—The dreary thadows of the Grave 
Encompaſs'd him! he funk within her arms, 

Stain'd with her blood, unconſcious of her Charms. 

This ſcene of matchleſs woe Tyrconnel view'd, 

And motionleſs in mute amazement ſtood : 

A thrilling horror and a chilly cold 

Suſpended ev'ry ſenſe. Thus are we told 

Atlas, whoſe breaſt could no compunction own, 

Grew obdurate and ſtiffen'd into ſtone. 


But ſoon the haughty Iſlander confeſs'd, < 

Pity's ſoft influence o'er his harden'd breaſt, 

For Pity's voice {till prompts us to beſtow | 

Some lenient Balm to lighten human woe. 

He flew to aid the ſinking Fair, and round 
Her taper neck 1n golden ſhackles bound, 


d I fancy our author, by the words no compun@lion, alludes to 
the hardneſs of heart Atlas evinced when le refuſed admittance 
and hoſpitality to Perſeus, whom he ſuffered to lie in the Street, 


and Jupiter puniſhed his want of politeneſs, by transforming him, 
as erery o one know $, into a x Movntains 


Two 
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Two Portraits law, the Fair-one ever wore, 
And in her ſnowy boſom fondly bore. _ [ 
The firſt was La Trimouille, his flaxen Hair, 
His Eyes ſo blue, his ſoft yet manly Air, 
Where Grace and Courage happily combin'd, 
In traits that indicate a generous mind. : 
Nor found Tyrconnel aught to diſapprove, 
is Youth,” he cry'd, © was worthy of her love!“ 
| What were his Thoughts, when he the next ſurvey'd, 
And view'd himſelf in ev'ry line portray'd; 
Each lineament fo forcibly expreſs'd, 
That his own Eye the Portrait's truth confeſs'd ? 
Vaſt his ſurprize ! till ſoon he call'd to mind 
Fair Carminetta, noble, young and kind ; 
And how he reap'd the favours of that fair, 
Who ſeldom ſuffer'd Briton to deſpair ; 
How, after months of amorous delay, 
From pleaſant Milan journeying on his way, 
He left her pregnant, and at taking leave, 
This Portrait drawn by fam'd Belino e, gave. 
All is diſcover'd, and theſe facts conſpire 
To prove Tyrconnel Dorothea's Sire. 


© This Belino, a famous Painter in Lombardy, was in fact his 
contemporary, and afterwards painted Mabomet Il. 


The 
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The Knight was proud, indiſſerent, and cold; 
But generous of heart, humane, and bold: 
When tempers ſuch as his are doom'd to know 
The unforeſeen attacks of ſudden woe, 

The bitter ſhaft a deeper wound imparts, 

Than thoſe endur'd by ordinary Hearts, 

That eaſily by ev'ry Paſhon ſway'd, 

Full lightly bear impreſſions lightly made: 

So Steel and Iron glow with ſtronger fires, 
Than the light Ruſh that in a blaze expires. 

The hardy Briton o'er his Daughter ſtood, 

While Death himſelf ſeem'd glutted with her blood ; 
He gaz'd upon her, till his eyes were drown'd 
With the firſt tears which e er ſuch paſſage found. 
He bathed her with thoſe Tears, and to his breaſt, 
In fond embrace the lifeleſs Fair- one preſs'd. 
Ihro' echoing proves his ſhrieks of woe reſound, 
And he ſunk breathleſs on the blood-ſtain'd ground. 


| Rous'd from his lethargy by piercing cries, 
Now La Trimouille juſt op'd his heavy eyes; 
With anguiſh view'd the agonizing fight, + 
To execrate the ſhort remains of light. 
Then drew the murd'rous blade with eager haite, 
Still deep ingulph'd in Dorothea's breaſt; 
— He 


CANTO XX. 171 


He fix'd the hilt on the enſanguin'd ground, 
And ruſhing on the point, with deadly wound 
Op'd a wide paſſage to the purple flood, 
And his lov'd Miſtreſs welter'd in his blood. 


The chaunting Prieſts, and truſty Squires had heard 


Tyrconnel's ſhrieks, and ſuddenly appear'd : 
The dread amazement of this piteous ſight, 
Fill'd their cold breaſts with horror and affright. 
Then had Tyrconnel, but for timely aid, 
Follow'd theſe Lovers to the Stygian ſhade. 


The Knight at length obtain'd ſome ſhort relief, 


A lucid interval, as *twere, of grief: 
And had the two unhappy Lovers laid 

Upon a Bier of Pikes and Lances made; 
While weeping Warriors bore their lifeleſs clay, 
To where encamp'd the Gallic Monarch lay. 


Tyrconnel paſſionate and violent, 
From each new impulſe took ſome ſudden bent; 
And now at war with univerſal nature, 
Shunn'd the ſociety of mortal creature. 

Alone and comfortleſs his rout he took, 


Nouriſh'd a length of Beard, and never ſpoke. | 


Nor 
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Nor longer on the banks of Loire delay'd, 
But ſtraight to Paris, thence to Calais ſped: 
From whence a ready veſſel ſhortly bore 
The ſilent Mourner to his native ſhore. 
Twas there, he thought he felt a pious call, 
Aſſuming Bruno's Habit monacal d; 
And 'twixt the World and him would interpoſe | 
Religion's ſhield to parry human woes. 
To fly Mankind and fly himſelf intent, 
| He kept in ſilence an eternal lent. 
Thus paſs'd he on till life's low ſand ran our, 
In fruitleſs efforts to become devout. 


When Charles, his Agnes, and the warlike Maid, 
Saw the laſt Honours to thoſe Lovers paid 
And friends ſo late alive and happy view'd 
With duſt disfigur'd, and diſtain'd with blood; 
Their ſpirits ſunk as the {ad train drew near, 
And ev'ry Eye was moiſten'd with a Tear. 
Nor more in number were the tears once ſhed, 
When Hector on the plains of Illium bled; 


d You mult know that Sz. Bruno founded the order of Carthu- 
ſian Monks, having heard a certain Cauon of a who ſpoke 
after his death. 


What 
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What time Achilles, modeſt ſon of ware, 
Tied him ſo gently to his whirling car, 

And with uplifted Heels, and dangling Head, 
Dragg'd the fall'n Hero over heaps of dead. 
Andromache her conſort's loſs ſurviv'd, 


When to th' infernal Glooms the Son of Priam &:v'd. 


Fair Agnes, Agnes ſtill alive to fears, 


Preſs'd in her arms the King diſlolv'd in tears. 


„ Alas! lov'd Prince,” the trembling Charmer ſaid, 


* Thus may our clay-cold limbs ere long be laid. 
„O! let the Fate awaits my Lord be mine, 


« And may my Soul in death ne'er part from thine!” 


Af theſe fad words, which 0 rv'd but to impart 
Grief and ſoft ſorrow to each tender heart; 
The happy Organ of imperious Joan 
| Thunder'd in maſculine terrific tone 
Sounds of this import: © *Tis not piercing cries, 
Nor forrow-breathing moans, nor tears, nor ſighs, 
„ Which can avenge ſuch complicated harms; 


gut blood !—O King, to-morrow found to arms. 


f here ſuſpect our grave Author of a little Irony. 
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<« See Orleans by Britiſh Troops beſet, 

“ Behold theſe Ramparts cloſe inveſted yet ; | 
« View yonder plain, by thy right hand ſpread o'er 
„ With Carcaſſes, and ſmoaking {till with gore! 
c Prepare for fight, your grand deſigns purſue, 

* To Dorothea's ſhade give vengeance due. 
«© A King ſhould learn to conquer, not to ſigh !— 

«0 lovely Agnes, theſe ſoft ſorrows dry, 

«© For Agnes ſhould her Monarch's breaſt inſpire 
With glorious daring, and heroic fire, 

«© Cheriſh his hopes, and diſſipate his Fears!“ 
Agnes reply'd, „ Oh! leave me to my Tears!“ 


* 


END OF THE NINETEENTH CANTO. 


CANTO 


CANTO THE TWENTIETH. 


How Toan fell into ſtrange temptation. Tender temerity 
of the Aſs. Virtuous reſiſtance of the Maid. 


How weak is Man! and ah! how frail the Fair ! 
Nor much on Virtue can the Sage rely; 

*Tis beautiful but very brittle ware, 

Which may be ſhiver'd inſtantaneouſly. 

To mend or botch it up needs {kill and pain, 

And is a taſk of hardy enterpriſe ; 

But to preſerve it free from flaw or ſtain, 

Has feldom happen'd yet beneath the ſkies. 

The 
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The Spouſe of Eve, old Lott, and Samſon blind, 
With holy David, Solomon the wiſe, 


And the united voice of Womankind, 
All, all in proof ot my aſſertion riſc. 
Fair, foft and lovely Sex! on joy intent, 
Ye above all my theory maintain, 
Tho' nam'd in old or newer Teſtament, 
In Fable quaint, or Hiſtory prophane. 
' Enthuſiaſtic Sex! I can excuſe _ 
Your pleaſing follies, and your gay caprices, 
And all the little arts ye know to uſe, 
Your ſoft denials, charming artifices. 
But there are Taſtes 1 can't forgive ſo ſoon: 
As when l've ſeen a lovely Fair careſs 
A hairy Monkey, or a rough Baboon, 
And with delight ſuch hideous Moniters preſs. 
I dread ſome ill may happen to her charms, 
_ Altho' the ugly brute ſhould pleaſe her better, 
And fill as worthily her eager arms, 
As ſome dull Sot, or ſenſeleſs Petit Maitre. 
O Sex ador'd! to whom I conſecrate 


My gift of numbers and ſoit flowing verſe, 
For your inſtruction, e'er it be too late, 


Joan's ſtrange temptation will I now rehearſe. 57 
O mark 
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O mark the error of the doughty Maid! ES N 
She liſten'd to the Aſs with ſpreading wings, N 
Whoſe Flattery for a moment turn'd her head! bp 
The ſequel hear, —“ tis lage Tritemus ſings. 


Fat friar Griſbourdon condemn'd to dwell 
Ever blaſpheming *midſt damn'd Souls in Hell, 
Ev'n in the dread abyſs, of miſchief thought, 
And Vengeance on the haughty Maiden ſought, 
Whoſe nervous right hand, and reſiſtleſs blade, 
From his vile trunk diſmiſs'd his tonſur'd head. 
Mlidſt boiling Caldrons, and eternal Flames, 
“ O Father Belzebub!” the Monk exclaims, 
Have you no ſnare contriv'd of ſubtleſt faſhion, 
* Can make proud Joan fall into ſtrong temptation?” 
While thus the Monk the King of Darkneſs warn'd, 
Proving his glory in the cauſe concern'd ; 
Hermaphrodix approach'd the gloomy Shore, 
With Holy Water ſtill beſprinkled o'er. 
For vengeance too th* amphibious Monſter prays 
To him whoſe nod each hell-born Imp obeys. 


And now the dread Triumvirate conſpire, 
And fit *midſt Stygian glooms in council dire 
Plotting againſt one Maid—when ah! bow common 
'To find leſs needful to ſeduce a Woman 
Vol. II. I 8 Fach 
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Each rbour'd in his breaſt a ſhrewd ſuſpicion, 
How much depended on Joan's holy miſſion ; 
How her ſhort Petticoat conceal'd the Key 

Of Orleans, and France's deſtiny. 

For quick invention fam'd, and ready wit, 

Th' internal Potentate conceiv'd 'twas fit 

To ſpeed to Earth, and further there. his ends, 
And learn what occupy'd his Britiſh friends 
How Joan in mind and body paſs'd the night, 


Alfter the labours of the bloody fight. 


The King, Dancis, and Agnes, (now fo true,) 
The Jack Als, Joan, Boneau, and Bonifeux, 
Retir'd within the town as night drew near, 
And hop'd that Succour might with morn appear. 
The Walls repair'd th' Aſſailant's force defeat, 
The fierce Beſiegers to their Camp retreat. 

The Citizens no more ſtrict vigils keep, 

But ſup in haſte, and ſeek repoſe and ſleep. 


Ye Muſes! tremble whilſt ye repreſent | 
To Nations yet unborn, this ſtrange event. 
And ye, my Readers, whoſe. fond boſoms profes. 25 
The delicate delights of purer Love, 


Thank | 
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Thank holy Denis who juſt ſtopp'd in time 
The perpetration of a horrid crime. 


Reader, tis fit I tell, if you approve, 
What am'rous feats, what miracles of Love 
The long-ear'd Pegaſus atchiev'd, before 
Or doughty Joan, or great Dunois he bore 
And fought the enemies of Maids and Kings. 
You ſaw him thro? the air on gilded Wings 

Convey Dunois to happy Lombardy: 

| Whence he return'd, inflam'd with Jealouſy. 
For whilſt the buxom Maid his ſaddle preſs'd, 
A ſpark was quick illumin'd in his breaſt 
Of that pervading Fire, leſs ſoft than bright, 
Whoſe genial flame ſtill urges to delight; 
Of Worlds the ſprin g, the principle, the ſoul, 
That thro' all nature rules with vaſt controul, 
Creates, preſerves, and animates the whole. 

This facred Fire, of which ſome rays remain, 
To light us on and mitigate our pain, 


By bold Prometheus was in heav'n illum'd, 


But his bright Flambeau was long fince conſum' d: 
And drooping Nature ſo inertly moves, 
She now exhibits but imperfe& Loves. 

— — If 
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If of this active flame ſome ſparks yet ſhine, 
Tke happy germs of principles divine, 

How ardently ſo e'er you ſeek them round, 
They are not with celeſtial Venus found; 

»Tis vain alike ' midſt weak Mankind to try ; #12 
Viſit the long ear'd Race of Arcidy. 


Ye Celadons! whom Beauty's pow” x detains 

In light but not the leſs tenacious chains; 

Ye tender Lovers! whether Princes, Peers, 

Judges or Generals, Prelates, Cordeliers, 

What tho? "midſt Beaux of mien approv'd ye claſs, 
In feats of proweſs cope not with an Aſs! — 
The golden Aſs amidſt the Latins found, 

S0 long for Metamorphoſe ſtrange renown'd, 
Approach not ours, for he was but—a Man! 

No mighty matter, ſay ws "Ot OY can! . 


Abbé Tete (who deſerves ach glory. 

As modeſt Author of this noble ſtory) 

Was beyond credence ſhock'd when forc'd to trace, 
Such ſtrange exceſſes; and ſuch dire diſgrace, 

As he had wiſh'd in 


night in oblivion lie, 


Nor thus paſs down to late poſterity. 
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His trembling hand no longer could contain, 
Nor guide along the page his frighted Pen; 
It fell.--But Joon his agitated ſoul | 
Regain'd its calm, from reaſon's ſoft controul ; 7 
When he reflected on the ſource of evil, 
The malice, and the Power of the Devil. 


\ 


Satan has long been Tempter by Profeſſion. 
He gladly takes of all he may poſſeſſion. 
The formidable Father of foul Sin, 
With ſtrange ſeduction on a time took in 
Our deareſt Mother, — the fly Hypocrite *, 
Of an accurſed Apple ms her eat: 


Thus we would oak of the Devil, and of al the Devils 
that have ſucceeded the Furies, and of all the impertinences that 
have ſucceeded the impertinences of antiquity. *Tis very wel] 


known that Satan, Belzebub, Aflaroth, exiſted no more than : 


Tiiſiphone, Aledo, and Megera. The melancholy and fanatic 


Milton, of the Se& of Independents, deteſtable Latin Secretary 


to the Rump Parliament, and deteſtable apologiſt of the aſſaſſina- 
tion of Charles the Firſt, may if he will celebrate Hell, and 
deſcribe the Devils diſguiſed like Cormorants and Toads, and 
aſſemble them all like Pigmies in one grand Saloon. Such horrid, 
abſurd, and diſguſting Ideas plecſed indeed ſome fanaticks like 
himſelf: we declare, we hold them in abomination, and only wiſh 
to be merry. 


Nay 


182 CANTO XX. 

N ay ſome will have! it, that he did much worſe— 
As ſhe loſt Paradiſe, and pain'd a curſe, 
And from that hour his licenſe he derives, 

Of managing our Daughters and our Wives. 
The good Tritemus ſanctions what I ſay, 

And he ſaw ſtrong examples in his day! 

Thus doth that wiſe and pious Man relate 

Our Aſs's impudence, and ſore defeat. 


Now comely Joan, with rot and ruddy face, 
To which ſleep's poppy gave a freſher grace; 
Between tu ſnow-white ſheets at eaſe reclin'd, 
Revolv'd her various fortunes in her mind. 

Her Heart clated with exploits fo rare, 

Gave not the glory due to Denis? care. 

Conceit and Vanity her boſom ſeiz'd, 9 
At which her Patron, with juſt cauſe ailpleas d, FR 
Reſolv'd to puniſh her within the hour, 
Abandon'd, for a while, to ſenſual pow'r. 

He wiſh'd, the object of his care and love, 

The favour'd Maid, ſhould for a moment prove 
How weak we mortals are when left alone 
And how her Sex (to certain frailties prone} 
Require a Patron Saint to guide their way; 


Alas! when once we err, how wide we ſtray ! 


Satan, 
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Satan, his ſubtleſt arts reſolv'd to try, 
Employ'd the happy opportunity; 
Let not unſeized the lucky moment paſs, 
But ſtraight poſſeſs'd the body of the Aſs. 
| Rais'd up his grov'ling Spirit from the ground, 
Taught his hoarſe Voice to value ſofter found ; 
To all th' inſidious Cant attun'd his tongue, 
Of that ſoft art enamour'd Ovid ſung. 


TW enlighten'd Ass, now quickly overcame, 
All prejudice of modeſty or ſhame. 
And from his Stable to Joar's chamber ſped, 
And crouch'd him down beſide the Fair-one's bed: 
Who ſtretch'd ſupinely, (as I told before) 


The vaſt atchievements of her Life thought o'er. 


In ſofteſt voice and flatt' ring ſtrain he told, 
How ſhe ſurpaſs'd the Heroines of old: 


Prais'd her unconquer'd Arm, her Prowels rare, 


But chiefly ſtil'd her, Faireſt of the Fair. 
Thus the ſeducing Serpent on that day 
He led the Mother of Mankind aſtray, 


Extoll'd her matchleſs beauty, grace, and caſe, 


For Adulation's ever ſure to pleaſe, 
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Where am 12 gracious Heay'n!” cry'd Joan 
of Arc. 

* What's this I hear? by holy I Luke and Mark 

„is my own Aſs !—O wonderful to tell! 

« My Aſs that ſpeaks! nay more that ſpeaks ſo well!” 

He kneeling cry'd, with ſomewhat leſs confuſion, 
O lovely Joan of Arc, tis no illuſion: 

Tou ſee in me the Aſs of Canain; 

e was brought up by aged Balaan; 

Good Balain was then a Pagan Paſtor, 

I was a Jew—and but for me, my Maſter 

« Had curs'd the choſen Tribes; whence I conclude 

& Some mi, Zhty evil had no doubt enſued. 


cc 


cc 


cc 


Adonat to recompenſe my Leal, 
e To ancient Enoch gave me in entail. 

« As he with immortality was bleit, wor gt 
„et was the Lord ef Worlds fuprane beheſt, i 
„ That I ſhould rank as one of the ele&;z 
e He bade the Fates my thread of Life reſpect. 
« henceforth 1 revell'd in eternal Spring, 

GE, Revolving Years (Ul freſher pleaſures bring. 

«© My Time and occupations all my own, 

ec And curb'd, but in this ſingle point alone, 

e The bounds of Chaſtity I dar'd not paſe— : 


64 And that J a fad beginn for an 1 Aſs! 
ce By 
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£ 


By Night, by Day, I uncontroul'd might rove, 
Nought was deny'd me but the joys of Love. 

* Better than filly Adam I obey'd 

* Who for an Apple all his Race betray'd. 

The ardour of my Youth I overcame, 


+ 


a 


© Nor for one weakneſs was the fleſh to blame. 
4e liv'd a Veſtal's life— 
But on theſe plains no female Aſſes range. 

* A thouſand Summer Suns paſs'd eas by, 
«© And left me in this ſoft celibacy. 

When jolly Bacchus from the Grecian ſhore 
Ihe drunken glory of the Thirſis bore, 
Where Ganges waters Aſia's happy plain; 


Mou think it ſtrange 


I ſerv'd as Trumpeter in that campaign. 


on 


a 


Civiliz'd Indians ſtill commemorate 
5 In ſong, my proweſs and their own defeat, 


0 


Of all the courtly train with Ivy crown'd 


4 


* 


Silenus and myſelf were moſt renown'd b. 
«© My rare exploits, the glory of my name, 
< Pointed the road to Apuleius' fame ©. 


a 


« At 


b Silenus s AS ; Is well known ; tis vet he alſo ſerved as 


Trumpeter, 


© The Ass of Apuleiua 183 not; pronouncing * the words | 


05 and no; nevertheleſs he was ſucceſsful i in his addreſſes to a lady, 
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At length, on high amidſt the azure plains, 

«© When fierce St. George, who France's pow'r re- 
6% ſtrains, 

Reſolv'd to match him with a fiery ſteed, 

* (And choſe a charger of the Engliſh breed;) 

6c When Martin who with Satan ſhar'd his coat *, 


0 


* 


5 * 


A creditable Palfrey alſo got; 


* 


Denis who figur'd high, and lov'd diſplay, 
“Would have a charger mettleſome and gay. 
“] was the lucky object of his taſte, 

With brilliant wings the Saint my ſhoulders grac'd 
Aloft I foar'd, and ſought the ſtarry Sky, 


Where Roch's Dog receiv'd me cordially. 


* 


[4 


Ca 


a 


* 


0 


as appears from Apuleiut, in two Vols. in Quarto, cum notis ad 
uſum Delpbini. Indeed it has always been the cuſtom to attribute 
the ſame ſentiments to Beaſts as to Men. Horſes weep in the 
Iliad and Odyſſey : and animals of all kinds ps. in 1 Locks 
man, A ſop, &c. f | 


4 Hereticks ſhould be informed, that when W 
charity from St. Martin, good Martin generouſly gave him half 
his cloak. 


S.. Roch, who cured the plague, is always repreſented with a 
Dog: and S-. Antony as conſtantly followed by a Pig. All good 
Chriſtians are acquainted with St. John" ; Eagle, K. Luke's Ox, 
and the other Beaſts of . | 


6“ There, 
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There, doom'd Ambroſia in deep draughts to ſwig, 


I form'd ftri& Friendſhp with Antonio's pig. 
Celeſtial Hog! juſt emblem of a Monk! 

Yet, O my Joan, (tho' oft with nectar — 
The life I led excited no alarms 

Like thoſe I feel from thy all-potent charms. 
The Dog, the Pig, St. George and Denis too, 
Are little, lovely Joan, compar'd to you! 
Thus 1 advanc'd beneath a friendly Star, 
Thro' different degrees, in peace and war. 
Vet found no charge ſo ſuited to my choice, 
As to obey the dictates of thy Voice. 

If thro! Empyreum I no longer ſoar, 

Vet in thy favour I'm exalted more; 

Then talk not of abandoning the Skies, 


My Heav'n is in the Sunſhine of thine Eyes.“ 


At this raſh Speech wrath fir'd the doughty Laſs, 
Good Heav'ns!“ ſhe cry'd, © receive a filthy Aſs! 


I, who ſo long have chaſtely turn'd aſkance, 


From all the Muleteers and Knights of France! 
Oh foul diſhonour, ſhould an Afs prevail 

O'er her who ſaw the puiſſant Chandos fail! 

Vet great indeed the merits of this Beaſt, 

More form'd to | raiſe ſoft tumult in the breaſt 


* 'Than 
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4 


« The Shepherd ornaments with freſheſt, 8 72 
C be ſuch Horrors far from us!” ſhe cry'd, 
When thoughts conflicting in tumultuous tide, 
Such fierce contention in her Boſom bred 

As quite confus'd her Senſe, and turn'd her Head. 
Thus we behold the Tyrants of the Air, 


95 From Southern Caverns, and the frozen Bear 


Aſſail a tight built Brig, that ſhapes her courle 
To Ceilon or Sumatra's Tpicy ſhores :| 
While agitated Seas run mountains high, - 
And heaving Billows ſeem to touch the ſky, 
The Bark late borne aloft, now finking low 
Dares the Abyis, and with advent'rous prow 
Explores the deepeſt horrors of the Main; 
Then buoyant ſeeks the light, and lives again. 


The wanton Deity whoſe ſov'reign ſway, _ 
Both Men, and Gods, and Aﬀes too, obey ; 
Snatch'd up his Bow, and like a playful child, 
| Look'd down; from Heav'n, ſaw Joan, and ſweetly 
ſmil'd. | ES 
That Joan was Kater -d, no. one can 1 diſpute, _ 
To find her Beauty move ſo dull a brute ; 


Aſtoniſhing 


Cx #7 
#, 


Aſtoniſhing muſt be the powerful charm 

That could a ſoul of ſuch materials warm! 

She ſtretch'd out inadvertently her hand, 

But drew it back with ſudden countermand : 

Then bluſh'd and felt confus'd ; ; her ſilence broke 
When more compos'd ; and thus the Aſs beſpoke : 
e Cheriſh no longer a chimeric hope, 

* Brave Aſs! nor give thy fatal Paſſion ſcope! 


C 


Lay 


Oh! think no more of my pernicious Beauty: 
Regard my Glory, and reſpe& my Duty. 
No, no, in truth I never can be thine, 


* 


«© Too great the diſtance *twixt thy race and mine. 


c 


* 


CounfePd by me, your hopeleſs ſuit give o'er, 
And tempt me, gentle Aſs, J pray, no more.” 


0 


LA 


Nor yet too raſh my fervent Paſſion call, 
«6.0 Joan,” the Aſs rejoin'd, « Love levels all! 
As Leda's Swan, I'm guiltleſs to the full f, 

« And gentler far than Miſs Paſiphe's Bulls: 


AK Leda beſtowed her favours on a Swan, ind laid two Epos. 


8 Pafi * from her amours with a Bull produced the Minotaur 
Neptune or Saturn aſſuming the form of a horſe made love to Phi. 
lyra, who brought forth the Centaur Chiron, preceptor to Achides. 


Sue Long 
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«© At length of Minotaur was brought to bed. 


Long ſigh'd ſhe for the favour'd Quadruped, | 
An Eagle carry'd off young Ganymed. 


« Philyra, Chiron's Mother, too, did worſe, 

© When Saturn woo'd her like a filthy Horſe.” 
Thus he ran on.—The Author of all Lies N 
Caſes in point from Heathen tales ſupplies, 5 

And makes ths: Als Pear e! wiſe. 


With eaſe and elegance while thus he ſpoke, 
Rous'd by his eloquence Dunois awoke— 

And lent an Ear, aſtoniſhment ſucceeded, 

To find from whence ſuch arguments proceeded. 
The door he op'd, when gueſs his vaſt ſurpriſe 

At ſuch a Rival breathing ardent ſighs z 

His dappled {kin he views, and length of Ears, 

Nor yet can credit what he ſees and hears. 


80 Was fair "IR on a time confounded, 

By Vulcan in a net of ſteel ſurrounded ; 

Naked the God with am'rous Mars enclos'd her, 
And to the laughing Deities expos'd her. 
Vet not like Venus was our Heroine laid, ns 

Nor did Saint Denis now forſake the Maid; I 

He 
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He let her view the horrid precipice, 
But ſtopp'd her on the brink of the abyſs. 
Indignant Joan recovers from ſurprize. 
The drowſy Sentinel thus rubs bis Eyes, 


Leaps up and graſps his arms, rous'd ſuddenly, 


And ruſhes boldly on the Enemy. 


The Lance of Debora ſtood by Joan's bed, 
The Heav'n-ſent Lance that Evil Spirits dread; 
Inſtant ſhe wielded it with nervous hand, 

Nor could the Foe of Man its force withſtand; 
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The Foe of Man gave way, but his loud Voice 


Reſounded thro* Nants, Orleans, and Blois; 
And every Aſs on Poitou's fertile plain 
Reſponſive gave his Brayings back again. 
Satan he fled, but in his ſwift retreat, 
Sought to revenge this unforeſeen defeat. 
Louvet's abode in Orleans he knew, 

And thither, ſwift as a wing'd atrow, flew. 
The Preſident's fair Dame he there poſleſs'd, 
Full ſure he was to ſway her tender breaſt ; 
He knew the ſecret that her ſoul alarm'd, 


He knew ſhe lov'd, and knew how Talbot charm” d. 


The wily Serpent blew the riſing ſlame, | 
_ Expecting ſuccour from the am'rous Dame, 


WN 
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Ts 
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Jo ope the well-barr'd gates of Orleans, 
And ſecond thus both his and Talbot's plans. 
For ſerving Britain's Sons, on whom he doated, 
He knew his Int'reſt was thro' theirs promoted. 


END OF THE TWENTIETH CANTO. 


CANTO THE TWENTY-FIEST: 


Joan's Modeſty demonſtrated, Malice of the Devil. 


Talbot's rendezvous. Brother Lumber*s ſervices. 


Diſcreet Agnes handſome conduct. The Aſvs re. 


pentance.  Joan's exploits. Triumph of © Charles 
Vil, , 


| My Readers from experience {ad may know, 
How the fly Deity who pierces Hearts, 
Drawn like a wanton Boy, with bended bow, 


Bears Quiyers twain, fill d with wide diff'ring Darts. 
From one, thoſe golden Sitifts the Godhead draws 


Whoſe pleaſing force nor danger brings, nor pain; ; 
That ſinking deep, ſubmit to Cupid's laws 
The ſtubborn Heart, and long infix'd remain. 
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The other arrows are devouring Fire, 
That ſoon as ſhot, illume a ſudden blaze; 
That ev'ry ſenſe pervade with influence dire, 
And with immodeſt red ſuffuſe the face. 

A novel being ſeems to animate, 

And the blood hurries with unwonted heat : 
Nor is the voice of Reaſon longer heard, 
But the Eye ſparkles with unchaſte regard: : 
Liquids in efferveſcence boiling o'er 

When brazen Caldrons on the Furnace roar, 
A weak imperfect faithleſs Image trace 

Ol hot delires, inciting to excels. 


O ye, unworthy of a place in ſtory, 
Who wiſh'd to ſully Joan's immortal glory; 5 
Scribblers prophane, whoſe baſe perverſe intent 
Would falſify the trueſt document, 

Inſinuating that my maiden Joan, 

Could ſuch a paſſion for a Jack Aſs own: 
Wiſhing with vile miſ— ſtatements to les. 
And thus inſult her Virtue and her Sex. 
Compilers of Romances moſt untrue 

Here learn the reverence to, Ladies due, 
Nor dare aſſert great Joan could weakly yield; 
No ſapient Doctor ſuch opinions held. 


 Falſhoods 
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Falſhoods like theſe no others would relate, 
But ye, confound at once both fact and date. 
Why do I find ſo ſhamefully ſuppreſs'd 
The rare atchievements of the wond'rous Beaſt ; 
In ye no ſymptom of ſuch worth appears, 
Inheritors of vaſtly longer Ears! 
Tf ſatisfaction in Joan's boſom lurk'd 
_ To ſee the miracle her beauty work'd, 
A Flame ſo novel might a while amuſe, 


And female Vanity we all excuſe; - | 
For ſure am I, what might Joan's boſom move I 


Was Self. love only, not the other Love. 


Jo place however in her proper light _ 
Great Joan of Arc, untarniſhably bright; 
To ſhew how manfully the Maiden ſtrove 
'Gainſt Satan's malice, and the Aſs's love, 
Whoſe art and eloquence could nothing move her; 


Know, our brave Heroine had another Lover !— 
»Twas great Dunois, as ev'ry body knows, | 
For him alone her mighty boſom glows !— 

A Maid may liſten when a Jack Aſs prays, 

Nay feel a momentary wiſh to pleaſe ; g 
But ſuch caprichios recollection cures, 
They never interrupt our grave amours. TEL 

IO. N 2 
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In Hiſtory, the fact is well averr'd, 

That great Dunois, of whoſe exploits you ve heard, 

Was deeply wounded by a golden Dart 

From the firſt Quiver, rankling in his heart. 

But he ſubdued unmanly tenderneſs, 

His haughty ſoul no weakneſs would confeſs. 

Nor could fair Joan, the Knight from duty draw, 

His Country's Welfare was his ſov'reign Law. 

0 Joan! he knew that thy virginity 

Was the auſpicious Pledge of Victory. 

Great the reſpect he bore the virgin Fair, 

And much he reverenc'd Saint Denis' care. 

So will the faithful Pointer, highly train'd, 

True to the Sportſman's call, ſubmiſſive bend, 
The cravings of his apperite defeat, 

And hold the Partridge that he dare not eat. 

But when he heard the heav'nly long-ear'd Beaſt, 
Explain the wild emotions of his breaſt, 

Dunois imagin'd 'twas his turn to ſpeak ;— 

At certain hours the wiſeſt may miſtake.— 

He had undoubtedly been much to blame, 2195, 

To immolate his Country to his flame. 45-4 
was ev'ry thing at Stake. —The buxom Laſs 15 
Aſham'd at having eountenanc'd an Aſs, 

1 | With 
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With weak reſiſtance met the Hero's pray'r; 
Love had near triumph'd o'er the virgin Fair. 
All was juſt over, when her patron Saint, 

On France's glory and on Joan's intent, 
Diſpatch'd the Sunbeam bright, that heretofore 
His faintly beatific Figure bore, 

When far from bliſsful Paradiſe he ſtray'd, 
And ſought in Orleans a ſpotleſs Maid. 
This heav'nly Sunbeam opportunely ſent, 
Drove from Joan's boſom each baſe ſentiment. 


Lord of my heart, ſtop here” —ſhe eager fad, 


cc 


The time's not come, our Loves are limited. 


&« With patience bear this caſual delay, 


e Nor mar the dawnings of a glorious day. | 

'Fo thee alone 1 give my plighted Faith, 

My maiden Flow'r, myſelf, I'm thine till Death. 
Wait then dear Baſtard, till thy potent Arm 
Shall free thy Country from impending harm. 
Then, Talbot routed and his hoſt diſmay'd, 
Laurels well earn'd ſhall deck our nuptial bed!“ 


R 


» 


a 


Thus ſpoke the Maiden, bs tho? kind; 

' Dunois he heard, and to her will reſign'd; 

But wiſh'd his charming Miſtrefs to receive | 

His homage pure: and in return-ſhe-gave 
Thirty 


k 
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Thirty chaſte Kiſſes; and the hero kiſs'd her 
Juſt as a brother might careſs a Siſter. 

The Lovers curb their amorous deſire, 

And treat of Glories to which both aſpire. 
Denis look'd down, and ſaw his Projects tend 


Wich rapid progreſs to an happy end. 


That very night twas valorous Talbot's ſcheme, 
To enter Orleans by ſtratagem; | 
A new exploit for Britons, as we're told, 
That hardy race, leſs ſubtle far than bold. 
O infant weakneſs, join'd with matchleſs might, 
Cupid, *twas thine to meddle in this fight! 


Love ruling fate had even now betray'd, 


France, Orleans, and our devoted Maid ; 
And now, beyond what Britons dar'd to hope 
The gates of Orleans conſpir'd to ope. 


O mighty Cupid: *twas reſerv'd for you 


To undertake what valour fail'd to do; 


What Talbot had in vain eſſay'd before, 
What Bedford's long experience ſought no more, 


Oft are mankind entrapp'd in Cupid's wiles, 
While the ſly Urchin views our ills, and ſmiles. 


What 
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What tho' Dan Cupid with a golden dart 

Juſt ſcratch'd a wound upon our Heroine's heart; 
With diffrent arrow and much ſurer aim, 

He fir'd the Senſes of Louvet's fair Dame; 

His twanging Bow thro' this fair Victim drove 

A Shaft had made a Veſtal mad for love. 

You late have ſeen the fatal cfcalade, 

Bloody aſſault, and horrid cannonade: 

Have you not view'd in many a ſturdy bout, 
Upon the Walls, within the Town, without, 

Brave Talbot ev'ry obſtacle defeat, 

Here ſtorm the rampart, and here force the Gate; 
While from each Houſe top hurled down pell mell 
Weapons, and Flames, and death, prot uſcuous fell. 
Expiring Foes rais'd Talbot from the plain, 

He ſcal'd the City over heaps of flain. 

Nought could withſtand him, while he cry'd aloud, 
6 Yield Citizens, ſubmit promiſcuous crowd!“ 

He ſtood undaunted like the God of War, 

When the earth groans beneath his rattling Car; fo 
When Diſcord and Bellona, Death, and Fate, 
Nerve his ſtrong Arm, and edge his ruthleſs blade. 


From Louvet's houſe there was an aperture 
That gain'd the Champaign thro' an ambroſure; 
| — 
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| And from this loop hole could his Lady *fpy : 
Her Lover arm'd, and catch his ſparkling eye; 
View the gay Plumage o'er his helmet nod, 

His haughty port, and air of Demi-god. 

Her palpitating foul confeſs'd the fight, 

And ſenſe of ſhame was loſt in ſoft delight. 
Madame Audou thus felt the am'rous rage ?, 
What time immortal Baron trod the Stage. 
Her gloating Eyes devour'd his figure, drels, 
Graceful deportment, animated face; 

While loſt in dreams of ecſtaſy ſhe hung 

On ſounds that fell mellifuaus from his tongue, 
Mix'd her low Voice, repeating o'gr and o'er, 
And ſuck d in luxury thro” ev'ry pore, 


Satan, you | know , poſſeſs'd Louvet's fair Dame; 
Satan and Cupid, fure, are much the ſame. | 
The black Archangel, enemy to peace, 

Aſſum'd fair Suſan's dress, and ſprightly face; ; 
Suſan who well ber Miſtreſs' voice obey'd, 

An active neceſſary Chambermaid; D 

And {till, (for why ſhould I due praiſe refuſe). 25 
Made Caps, dreſs'd Hair, and carried Billets Deus, - 


© We cl-arly perceive the name of Madame Audou is here fub- 
ſtituted for hat of a great lady at — who «Qually had a peſtas 
for * the Comedian. 


Aqroitly 
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Adroitly {kil'd to manage an affair, 
Who could two Rendezvous at once prepare, 
For the fair Lady, and the Lady's maid; | 
In ſhort, the Wench had not to learn her trade. 
Satan diſguis'd beneath the Damſel's air, 
Thus entertain'd the fat and comely Fair: 


« You know my Talents ;—and my inclination” 
Io aid your innocent and fervent paſſion. 

My Couſin German muſt this ev'ning late 
Mount guard as ſentry at the Poſtern Gate; 
ce And without ſcandal, by my prudent care, 
Brave Talbot might in ſecret meet you there. 
Write him a line. - My Couſin is diſcreet, 
And will adroitly make all matters meet.“ 
| She ſaid. Her Miſtreſs ſnatch'd a pen to write 
What love and tenderneſs could belt indite 3 
Words full of ſoft anxiety. deſire, 


Stimulant meaning, and voluptuous fire; 


o 
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So right to heart each pointed ſentence led, 
One might perceive the Devil dictated. 

Great Talbot, as intelligent as tender, 

Swore at the Hour appointed he'd attend her; ; | 
And likewiſe ſwore, by his victorious blade, 
Thar paths of pleaſure ſhould to glory 1 95 
And 
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And when he'd from the arms of beauty fly, 
He'd ſpring into the arms of Victory)! 


You may remember how St. Denis ſent 
A truſty Monk, to ſcatter diſcontent 
Thro' Talbot's camp, and how that Monk fo jolly 
Return'd from traverſing the Realms of Folly. 
Lumber was left at large, upon parole 
Said Maſs, nay more, confeſs'd without controul. 
For puiſſant Talbot fet his Rev'rence free, 
Depending on his imbecility. 
Calling to mind the dull Monk's want of ſenſe, 
When flogg'd in public for his late offence; 
And little dreaming ſuch an animal, 
Could counteract an able General. 


Heav'n in its juſtice judg'd far otherwiſe ; £1] 
_ Oft-times it mocks the Wiſdom mortals prize, { 


WE Employ ing Idiots to confound the Wile. 


A ray of Intellect, not ſent in vain _ 

From Paradiſe, illumin'd Lumber's brain. 
The lead of his dull Cranium ſeem'd to melt, 
Grew lighter, till at laſt he thought he felt 
Diſcriminating Pow'rs ne'er felt till now. — 


We think indeed, but only God knows how! 


For 
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For can we ſay, if Reaſon takes her ſtand, 
Enthron'd ſublime upon the Pineal Gland. 
Or can we tell, how Atoms are combin'd 
That form a frivolous or fervent mind; 

Or mark we the receſſes of the brain 

That Homer's force, or Virgil's flights contain. 
Or whence that leven, cold and venemous, 
Forms a Therſites, or a Zoilus. 8 

He that delights in Flora's ſervice, knows 
How deadly Hemlock, by the Violet blows; 
But ſeeks in vain t'unravel Nature's laws, 


The great Creator's finger marks the cauſe.— 


Our grave Divines know little of the matter, 
Let us not imitate their uſeleſs chatter. 


The Monk at once began to uſe his eyes, 
Grown more inquiſitive by half, than wiſe, 
He faw at duſk march onwards to the Town 
A file of Cooks, who carried one by one, 
Hams, Partridge, Ortolans, and Truffles rare, 
With all the requiſites for liquoriſh fare. 

And ſilver Vaſes wrought with rich device 
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They bore, which cool'd in tubs of pounded Ice 


Thoſe 


'k 
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Thoſe liquid rubies, that like neQar, run 
Ripen'd and ſanctify'd it from Citeaux's Tun b. 1 
Theſe march'd in ſilence towards the Poſtern Gate. 
Lumber beheld them, and became replete 
With ſcience, 'twas not Latin, but the art 

To bear in this vile World a dext'rous part. 

He was cndow'd with ſoft loquacity, 

Shew'd ſymptoms of attention and capacity. 

What ever paſs'd, he caught with glance fo fly, 
Shot from the cunning corner of his Eye. 

Subtle and deep, a wily courtier he, 

In ſhort, as much a Monk, as Monk: could be.— 

Atl Times, examples of his Clas afford, 
Who from the Kitchen ſought the Council Board. 
Reſtleſs in Peace, and ſceking to augment 

War's horrors by intrigue and diſcontent. 

Gaining th' aſcendant firſt in humble things, 
Thence gliding to the Cabinets of Kings; 
Where, Meekneſs vow d, they practiſe che reverſe 
And intermeddle thro? the univerſe ; 

Now infolent now mean, like Proteus take 

The form of Fox or Monkey, Wolf or Snake. 


Þ At Citeaux and cis bene are great Tuns Gmilar to o that at 


Heidelberg: they ſeem to us the choiceſt gs in thoſe Con- 
vents. 


— : | 
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And thence it was Britannia's Sons agreed 
To purge their Ifland of th' envenom'd breed. 


Along a winding Path bold Lumber ſtray'd, 
That thro' a Thicket to Head Quarters led. 
His mind revolving matters ſtrange and new, 
He ſought him out his brother Bonifoux. 
Dom Bonifoux was in a moment found, 
Plung'd in a pleaſing Reverie proſound. 

He meaſur'd that inviſible Chain, that ties 
This and the other World, Dates, Deſtinics, 
Deeds tho? of import ſmall, and great events, 
And wild Chaotic diffonance prevents : 5 


His vaſt diſcernment feiz'd their various I. aus, 


And in effects admir'd the hidden cauſe: N ö 
Follow'd cheir order, — found it fix'd by 1 
A Rendea Vons might fave or ſink a State. — ö ö 


He recolle&ed how he once beheld 
Three Lillies on the alabaſter field 

Of a young Page's bum—a Britiſh Page; 
And mighty Chandos's well founded rage: 


| 
The ruin'd Walls, he mentally beheld = | 
Of fam'd Hermaphrodix in magic ſkill'd: =» i 
But what ſtill more excited his ſurprize ” HM | 


Was ſtupid Lumber witty grown, nay wiſe. 


Thence 
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Thence he concluded Denis would befriend 
Their cauſe, and bring the War to happy end. 


Lumber politely was preſented to 
The royal Favourite, by Bonifoux. 
He paid his compliments upon her beauty, 
Then to the King profeſs'd his humble duty; 
Then told of Talbot's prudence lull'd to ſleep, 
The fond appointment he had ſworn to keep 
; What time th' enamour'd Dame agreed to wait 
The Hero's coming at the Poſtern Gate. 
„ We might,” faid he, “a ſtratagem prepare 
« And trap great Talbot in an am'rous ſnare, 
« As Samſon with his Dalila was ta'en ; 
If you, O lovely Agnes, only deign 
« To repreſent this matter to the King.“ 
Cry'd Agnes, © *Tis too delicate a thing ! 


Ah! ſure your Rev'rence can't ſuppoſe, that he 


“ Is everlaſtingly in Love with me?“ 
The Monk reply'd, I know not his reſolves. 
8 Mp Heart indeed his Majeſty abſolves 
* From Sins my Gown condemns, ad marks as 


ce great. | — 1. be 
« He will be . et thoſe are fortunate 
| C1 Nay 
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«© Nay happieſt of men, or I miſtake, 

6 Who riſk Damnation for fair Agnes's ſake!” 

« O Monk, this anſwer ready and diſcreet 

<« Is flatt'ring,” Agnes cry'd, © and ſhews your wit.“ 
Then in a corner, drawing him aſide, 
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“ Perhaps you've ſeen Montroſe?” ſhe whiſp'ring 
cry'd. e 


The ſubtle Monk at once divin'd the truth, 


8 Yes,” he reply'd, “and he's a charming Youth?” 


Fair Agnes bluſh'd, look'd down, compos'd her Face, 
Then took his hand with a bewitching grace 
And led him on without another word, 

Straight to the preſence of her Sov'reign Lord. 
There Lumber matchleſs eloquence diſplay'd, 
Tho' Charles ſcarce comprehended what he laid: 

But call'd his privy council to debate, 

: Almoners, Chiefs, and Officers of State. | 
Joan amidſt Heroes, now her equals held, 

Aſſiſted like in Cabinet and Field ; tel 

While lovely Agnes, ſtill in gentleſt guiſe, 

Bent on her needle work her modeſt eyes, 

But now and then put in a word, tis true, 

And Charles ne'er fail'd her counſel to purſue. 


Theſe 
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Theſe Chiefs debated, how in wily "FO 


To take brave Talbot, and his yielding Fair; 


As Vulcan, watchful of his Spouſe's charms, 
Caught am'rous Mars, in Apbrodite's arms. 
Such ſtratagems require, beyond diſpute, 


Clear Heads to plan, ſtrong arms to execute. 
Firſt great Dunois march'd off, ere cloſe of day, 


And led his Troops a long and devious way: 
Made a forc'd march, with diligence and care, 


A vaunted effort of the A*t of War; 
Between the Walls, and the Beſiegers paſt, 
And at the Poſtern Gate arriv'd at laſt. 
Great Talbot now in novel union bleſt, 
With rapturous joy his willing Dame careſt; 


Thinking to quit the Couch of ſoft delight, 


And like true Hero, recommence the fight. 


Six Regiments in Rank and File move down, 
The order's giv'n I tremble for the Town. - 
But his brave Warriors ſtupify'd remain, 


(So Lumber's ſermon weigh'd on ev 'ry brain) - 


And ſtill they yawn, nor yet have force to move, 


But on the plain the drowſy influence prove; 


Oppreſs'd with Sleep they waſte the precious hour, 
O! proof miraculous of Denis” pow'r ! 


Great 
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29 
Great Joan and brave Dunois together bend, 
A troop of choſen Knights their ſteps attend; 
Orleans they ſeek by Cynthia's favouring lamp, 
And ſkirt the trenches of the hoſtile: Camp. 
Redoubted Joan a fiery Barb reſtrain'd, 

The only Steed that ſtill to Charles remain'd ; 
Onwards ſhe rode, t'encourage and command, 
The Lance of Debora ſupply'd her hand ; 

| Suſpended from her ſide the noble blade, 

That whilom ſever'd Holifernes* head. 

To Denis, a as the matchleſs Maid paſs'd on, 
She ofter'd up, this pious Oraiſon: - 


„ O thou, e n my feeble ſteps to guide, 
« Whoſe watchful care celeſtial arms ſupply'd, | 
„ Still let thy ſuppliant on thine aid rely! 

«© And pardon, if a ſpark of Vanity 
e Flatter'd my ſenſe, when dazzled by my beauty 
Thy diſobedient Aſs forgot his duty; 


“ And overleap'd the baunds of wiſe diſcretion, 


In one bold effort tow'rds emancipation. 


„Dear Patron, recollect how you purſu'd 
e Thro* me, th* audacious band of Britons rude 


C On acts of carnal violation bent, 


Polluting Nuns with forceful raviſhment. 
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— greater deed demands my arm to-day, 

c Nor let me now in vain for ſuccour pray; 

« Strengthen thy ſervant by thine aid divine, 

Give her again in hardy feats to ſhine 

* Give her our ſinking Country's foe to brave, 

„ Succour King Charles, and Louvet' s honour ſave. 
4 To happy end this great adventure lead, 


« And ſo: may gracious Heav n preſerve thy Head! 


This Virgin Warrior thus her vows preferr'd, 

And high in heav'n propitious Denis heard; 

And in the Camp the Jack Ais heard her too, 

And ſwiftly tow'rds his Maiden Miſtreſs flew. 
Then humbly kneeling for her pardon ſu'd 
For his raſh tenderneſs, too far purſu'd. 

In truth,“ he cry'd, “ I muſt have been poſſeſs'd, 

e But L repent.” And then he wept and preſs'd 

Joan to remount on bim, nor could he bear 

Another ſhould convey the martial Fair. 

Joan ſaw full clearly how it came to paſs; "oy 

Victue divine ſent back her flying Aſs, 

Her pardon to the penitent extends, a 

Whom ſhe beſtrides, and warmly recommends - 
Never uncurb'd to let his paſſions rife, 

But for the future be diſcreet and wiſe, 
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So the Aſs ſwore. And thro” the yielding Air 
Proud of his burden, bore the matchleſs Fair. 


Like lightning tow'rds the Britiſh Hoſt he bends, 
Such lightning as Jove's red hot bolt attends. 
Joan as ſhe flies, th' enſanguin'd plain o'er ſpreads 


With Carcafſes, maim'd Limbs, and ſever'd Heads. 


Now in her creſcent the pale Queen of Night 

Afforded but a weak and dubious light. 

The Britiſh troops, ſurpriz'd with ſudden dread, 

Look up to learn from whence theſe blows proceed. 

Amaz'd they ſhrink, and in confuſion fly, 

Nor ſee they this aerial enemy. 

Dunois makes captives thoſe t' whom fear lends wings, 

And Charles is now the happieſt of Kings. 

To his ſure aim his routed foes draw near, 

Like the light Covey ſcatter'd thro” the Air 

Before the fowler's gun, when leaden Death 
Arreſts their flight and red blood ſtains the heath. 

The Afs's brayings heighten their affright, 

While doughty Joan exerts her matchleſs might; 


Now breaks thro' ranks, the routed now purſues, 


With Lance transfixes, or with Sabre hews. 
. ͤ — OC. 
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And while Dunois like proweſs doth diſplay, 
Charles coolly fires at thoſe who run away. 


Inroxicated with the Fair-one's charms, 
Great Talbot ſunk exhauſted in her arms 1 
And from repeated labours ſunk to reſt 
Softly extended on her heaving breaſt. 
When ſoon he heard, and heard with j joy clate, 
A martial clangor at the Poſtern Gate, 
« Come on, my friends, and Orleans i is our own; 
« Cupid,” he cry'd,“ 'tis you that ſack the Town!” 
Then ſpringing from the couch of am'rous bliſs, 
He gave th' aſtoniſh'd fair a parting Kiſs; 
Then dreſs'd himſelf, moſt eager to advance, 
And gaily greet the Conquerors of France. 


One Squire, a truſty confidential friend, 

Worthy his Lord, did Talbot's ſteps attend: 

Try'd in the field, and equall'd there by few, 

Who held his lance, and kept his ſecrets too. 

£6 Ruſh on, my Friends, Tour conquering arms 
by employ,” 

Brave Talbot cry'd, but ſhort-liv'd was his j joy. 


Inſtead of friends, Joan on her heav*n-ſent As | 
Ruſh' d forward, lance in hand, to ſeize the paſs. 
Two 
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Two hundred Frenchmen thro? the Poſtern break. 
Talbot aſtoniſh'd ſaw his ſad miſtake. | 

Long live the King. —Thele eager Frenchmen cry 
Give then no VWurter. Death or N we 


Talbot recover'd from his firſt ſurprile 
Now in the gate th' unequal foe defies. 
As when all bloody, in the Trojan war 
Anchiſes? Son attack'd his Conqueror. 
But Britiſh Talbot fought with greater rage, 
He and his Squire would gainſt a World engage; 
One time in front, another back 10 back, 
They face the foe, and ſtem the rude attack 4 
At length unable with ſuch Hoſts to vie, 
They yield the French an eaſy Victory. 
Talbot ſubmits, but cannot be caſt down; 
Joan and Dunois his matchleſs Valour own! 
Together then they hie, with kind i intent, 
To lead Louvet to her grave Preſident; 


And her grave Preſident receiv d her well, 


(Good Huſbands never on mere trifles dwell) 
Nor did he e'er ſuſpect, tho long his life, 


How much ſtood France indebted to his Wife. - 


Denis 
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Denis from Heav'n the paſſing ſcene applauds ; 
George prances wrathful round the high Abodes. 
The Als a louder hoarſer Octave brays, 

And ſtuns the Britons with diſcordant lays. 

The King, now rank'd with conquering Heroes, plans 
To ſup with Agnes in gay Orleans. 
Joan fierce yet tender, yields to ſoft delight, 
Bids her brave Aſs to Heav'n direct his flight, 
And keeps her promiſe with her friend Dunols, 
Submitting to the Hymeneal Law, 
While Brother Lumber raiſing high his head, 
Exclaims aloud “ Te Britons ſhe's a Maid” 


| END OF THE LAST CANTO. 
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